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87°/. OF ALL ILLNESS 
ORIGINATES IN THE 

MOUTH * 



(most illneti dtvebfH from germ* ab.orberi 
itirouLfh itiF urul cavity) 





Protect yourself 
and family with 

LISTERINE 



Litterine gargled tkree tines a day is a potent 
protection. Tests pr*w that Antiseptic Listerine 
reaches way hack an the throat tissues to kill 
gens before they start their deadly work. 



Aiuieptie Usteriis kills am 
fcy tillllns. tatettrrE 

Tests conducted under the strict 
supervision of skilled bacteriolo- 
gists show that Antiseptic 
Listerine reduces germs on 
mouth and throat surfaces b\ 
as much as 96.7% 15 minutes 
after gargling ... as much as 
80% even an hour later. 
Pneumococcus Type III. Hemo- 
philus influcrira. Streptococcus 
pyogenes. Pneumococcus 
Type II. Streptococcus s»liv 
arius nnd other "secondary 



invaders" can he quickly 
reduced in number by 
the Usterine gargle. 
Gargle Listerine for a few 
seconds three times a day 
and you fight 87% of ill 
illnesses. 

Easy, safe trralMett 

All you do is gargle undiluted 
Antiseptic Listerine three times 
adny - ■ . it'saseavvas that! And 




17% OF ALL IIFECTIOMS 
IIITIHLT ATTACK TIF 
Mtr OMLLT. 

Medical science believes that 
ihuiiv all illnesses start their 
dangerous work in the 
mouth. Among the muny 
germs tlul enter the body 
in this way Arc: 

• Hepatitis 

■ Pneumonia 

• Poliomyelitis 

• Inftuemo 

• Scarlet Fewer 

• Common Cold 



Lrncnnc us so pleasant tasting, 
too? It lakes only 30 seconds 
but protects lor hours. 
The Listerine treatment is safe, 
too ... it doesn't hum of (ting. 
More important . . for your 
kiddies' sake. Antiseptic 
Listerine is harmless if acci- 
dent! v swallowed 



Keep Listerue h»Jf ud pari 
igahnt Wliter Ills! 

N'on-antiseptk; drops, aspirin or 
•sprays often do relieve many 
of the symptoms, but they can't 
kill germs the way Listerine 
docs — germs thai cause so 
much svretched misery . Listerine 

costs you so little compared 
with the protection it gives. 

Aatiteftk Uttertw cMtiiis 

prffCf gBfW-kfltag InlFBrirCltS 

Listerine is made under the 
most hygirtiic conditions in a 
tested formula and contains 
i>tily the purest medicinal ingre- 
dients- Tests over a twelve-year 
period clearly showed that those 
who regularly reduced germs 
on mouth and throat surfaces 
with Listerine were better pro- 
tected from ilinov. than those 
who did not. 

Ml* ertUetiH 

Because Listerine reduces 
genus nn mouth and thn>at 
surfaces, it keeps your breath 
sweet and pleasant for hours 
. . , you don't risk offending! 



■UY ANTISEPTIC tISTEtlNE AT ALL CHEMISTS TO-DAY ! 

AvailabW in 5-01., 7-01. and 14-01. twttks. M( wc. 



ANTISEPTIC 

LISTERINE 




HEA£> OiFFltrK. 
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CHRISTMAS 
MESSAGE 

TYlT.P in the eyes of a child is where 
MJ Christmas lies. 

There, in blue, or brown, or hazel wells, 
is trust and hope, gentle as a baby breath- 
ing. 

There, too, arc reflections of all simple 
things, and innocence as clean as earth 
washed by rain and dried by mountain 
winds. 

There is love so pure that water from 
a spring is muddy drab — love dial 
mirrors the ahidinp goodness in the world. 
No amount of evil can submerge it. 

There is excitement dancing like a 
monkey on a string, and discovery thai 
needs no boat to bridge the islands of 
enchantment in the oceans of once a year. 

And there is faith — faith so strong that 
only the tides of years can sweep it out 
to sea to mingle with the weeds of hupes 
lost and dreams forgotten. 

There, if you want to read in eyes so 
young, is the message one Man left to 
guide His kind, to teach them truth, to 
show them how to live and love by simple 
rules of tolerant majesty, 

There is the message that has sun.<ived 
war and decadence and death for two 
millenniums- the message that guides 
frail man through all the forests of Un- 
certainty which cover the land he spans 
on his short and lonely journey. 

There is the way. 

Deep in the eyes of a child is where 
Christinas lies. 



Our caver. 



• Like other youngsters, the Sara 
quads can't wait to gel to town to 

tell Santa what they want for Christmas. 
On our cover they are, from left, Phillip, 
Alison, Judith, and Mark, Picture by 
staff photographer Ron Berg. 
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THE WEEKLY ROUND 

a> Princet* Alexandra (tee opposite) hag c»ll?cteil name impressive 
titles for a young girl, even a Royal Princess. 

SHE is patron of the 
British junior Red 
Cross, the Association of 
Training Corps for Girls, 
the Royal Soldiers' 
Daughters' School the 
junior section of the Royal 
Society, the Royal Ni'val 
Service, and the 2(hh- 
Century Group of the 
Oversca_s League. 

# # + 

gTAFF photographer Ron 

Berg, »hn took the pic- 
tures for Ronald McKic's 
Christmas story this week, 
told us that Ronald made a 
big hit in Ilis role (or the day 
of Father Christmas in a city 
store. 

An executive member of 
the *tore told Ron that "Mr. 
McKie was one of the best 
Father Chrutmases wr have 
ever had. He can have a job 
every year if he wants it" 

Rem Berg added that be, 
too, was most impressed by 
Ronald MrKir'ti style. 

"When he came out to lit 
on the throne," Ron said, "he 
bowed first to the parents, 
then to the children." 



Page 2 



JN the New Year, beginning 
with our issue next week, 
we will present a new series 
of color photographs depict- 
ing scenes and life in Aus- 
tralia. 

The 1958 pictures will be 
called "The Australian Year," 
and will be » series of 
seasonal photographs. 

We have no doubt th I the 
new series will prove as suc- 
cesslul as our previous series. 
"Beautiful Australia," "Won- 
derful Australia," and "Thr.se 
are Australian.** 

The pirtures will again be 
selected from those submitted 
In' both amateur and profes- 
sional photographers. 

* * * 

'J^HRF.E years ago, Australian 
author Olal Ruhen sjjent 
Christmas is the Trobriand 
lsl.inds. where he bought a 
little native-carved wooden 
figure because he "fell in lose 
with the face." 

He has always had it round 
him, and eventually it became 
the motif of the charming story 
which appears in this issue. 
Mr. Ruben, who lives in 
Ti 



Sydney, is one of Australia's 
most surce»ful writers. His 
short stories btc in big demand 
by top American magazines. 

* * * 
JT appears that it isn't men 

who gel embarrassed when 
they shop (or feminine frip- 
peries like undrrwfar. 

Jack Nossiter. the male 
shcipper featured in the story 
on page 4 this week, w^isn't at 
all perturbed when he selected 
a chiffon nightie lor his wife at 
a Sydney store, bur the sales- 
girls standing round were very 
coy about the transaction. 

# * sV 

BLUE MOUNTAINS 
man who considers him- 
self lucky is l.eura newsagent 
Charles Fvans Wells. The 
fire skipped his 20-year-old 
business in The Mall] which 
was lj>ura's most devastated 
street. 

Keith Eldred, who runs the 



Kalrximha 



newsagrncy wilh 



his hrothrr. Neville, is still in 
business, although hi' home at 
w.is burnt down, and 
the FJdrrtk and iheti seven 
children are nnw homeless. 
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THE CHRISTMAS 




PRINCESS 

SS5 f 



DUTIFUL* conmiaui of faer portion, Prince** Alexandra hat an eameitt official programme* om (above) vUlting a Mthool 
in 5ttM9ex and (right) on R t .4F. eMtabtUhnwni in Gloiwe.* terthire* But her private life Ivudt the Rayat Family in 
"tie nuir rati tali an." JVw, in her party maturity. *he it wittily the most attractive girl in a nmi-siuffy nociaS *cl\ On duty 
the U known and lifted for her "natural" remark* tike kef comh-de* pairing, "My hair never sfoyj in place for loft&t" 

Once o vershudo tretl ht§ a beautiint 

mother and a aiamar cousin* 
Alexandra is iioir a real charmer 



Princess Alexandra, 21 years old on Christmas Day, will 
celebrate her birthday at Sandringham with the Queen and 
Royal Family. She has changed from a boisterous teenager, 
more tomboy than coquette, into a lovely young woman. 





By 


ANNE 


MATHESON, 


of our 


London 'taff 




ALEXANDRA has now 
achieved the elegance 
for which her mother, the 
Duchess of Kent, is famous. 

This birthday she will wear 
—with Hair and chic — French 
r loi ha. 

Cast i II n of Lanvin, the Park 
rnulurier who dresses Europe"! 
royalty, first sent sketches, then 
decided that the clothes re- 
quired extra-special attention. 
With assistants, he flew to 
London and did the designing 
al Kensington Palace, 

Until now Princesi Alex- 
andra has not been a fashion 
leader. Her worldly wise 
mother said, "Let her make 
her own mistakes." 

As every clever mother 
would, she stood aside while 
Alexandra shopped off the 
hook, went to bargain sales, 
and bought little dresses Irom 
small houses. Only for grand 
occasions did she direct her 
daughter's taste to the big 
couture houses. 

While Castillo was working 
oil Alexandra's Frenrh ward- 
robe, the Duchess of Kent sent 
out invitations to Alexandra's 
21st birthday party. It will bp 
held on January 6, at Ken- 
sington Palace, when the Royal 
Christmas house party at 
Sandringham is over. 

The party i> described as a 
"small dance." "Black Tie," 
and will be attended hy the 
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Queen, Prince Philip, and 
Princess Margaret. 

The Duchess of Kent, re- 
membering the Duke of Kent ? s 
lively 21st birthday at "Cop- 
pins," their country home, has 
asked for extra squads of 
police to prevent gate- 
crashers. 

Princess Alexandra has 
really been "out" since she 
was 1 7. 

Because she realises her 
position in the Royal Family, 
she has not neglected her full 
Royal programme while lead- 
ing a happy and quite care- 
free private life 

The Duchess of Kent's lady- 
in-waiting said, "Princess Alex- 
andra instinctively knew, even 
as a little girl, that she must 
earn her fun." 

East/ manner 

Blessed with good looks, a 
natural manner, with charm 
and lots of talent, Prinrcss 
Alexandra has pleased every- 
one in carrying out her 
official duties. No Princess 
has had I better Press. 

The answer is simple. As a 
close observer said. "She never 
once put I foot wrong." Vet 
the Princess has had to carry 
off many awkward situations. 
And you might say she put a 
foot wrong — in Wales when 
she stepped Forward to present 
a cup and found her shoe had 
ruck in the mud. 



But: "F really thought I bad 
lost it that time," she quipped 
as she extricated herself. 

Rather naive in spite of her 
early maturity, the Princess is 
still fascinated by the way 
people live. 

Stepping into a salon for a 
lttting, she found workmen 
redecorating, and she insisted 
on knowing how- to apply 
paint. Pirking up a brush, 
she tried a few strokes. 

Yet she is candid about her 
shortcomings, "I once tried 
to make a shirt and got as far 
as the collar. There I got 
stuck, so I gave it up," she 
said. 

None of Princess Alex- 
andra's friends are obliged to 
call her "Ma'am." While 
Prim e.« Margaret will let no 
one forget she is "Her Royal 
Highness." the equally Royal 
Alexandra likes to be called 
just "Alex." 

"You ran drop the 
'Ma'am'," she once laughed. 
Her friends have done so long 
sinre. 

This year at Ascot she said, 
"I'm dashing back to the 
box. My mnlhrr is waiting." 
Princess Margaret and Prin- 
cess F.lizabeth at her age would 
have said, "My mother, the 
Queen," or, "My father, the 
King." 

Her naturalness is her most 
captivating quality. Yet this 
had to he curbed. Onrr. when 



her mother told her she must 
restrain her remarks, she re- 
plied, "But [ am not a careful 
person," 

She had to learn to be care- 
ful. And she had to learn to 
be punctual. 

"Hi- on time, Alex," her 
mother emphasised. "No Royal 
lady may be late." 

Milliners and dressmakers 
heaved a sigh of relief when 
this lesson had sunk home. 
Yet Princess Alexandra still 
insists on informality. 

"I'll find toy own way 
home." she says to horrified 
ball officials as she dismisses 
her car. And the most fre- 
quent photographs of her are 
taken in the small hours of 
the morning, showing her be- 
side a friend in a tar. 

"Sorry I can't sit down. My 
skirt is uk, light" ivas another 
of her candid remarks when 
asked to try a chair at a 
housing exhibition. And: "Oh, 
I bought a lampshade just 
like that" 

Her public is beginning to 
know she will react exactly as 
the humblest of them. To those 
more accustomed to dealing 
with the conventional Royal 
manner, the reaction is very 
surprising indeed. 

Alexandra has had all the 
advantages of Iravrl. 

She hns lived ahroad with 
her cousin, Princess Elizabeth 
of Yugoslavia, with the Comte 
de Paris' family, with her 



grandmother in Greece, and 
visiting friends this summer in 
haU- 
Iler circle of English friends 
is equally wide, and she has 
hern free to spend her week- 
ends as a house-guest, with 
few of the formalities that 
usually hedge Royalty. 

Al the same time, Princess 
Alexandra insists on carrying 
out every function to perfec- 
tion. 

It is this sense of duty that 
endears Alexandra to the 
Royal Family. 

On the job 

In her ollni.il rounds, she 
is seen more often In a severe 
uniform than in a pretty 
[rock. 

She acquired another uni- 
form recently— that of a 
nurse. 

Being on dutv at 9 a.m. with 
three hahies in her charge is 
not a "chore" for Princess 
Alexandra, nor is it a dedica- 
tion. She simply wants to have 
her life as full as possible. 
Like any other girl of her age 
she has a gay social life after 
work. 

Robin Douglas-Home was 
her constant escort before it 
was rumored he and Prioress 
Margare tha of Sweden were in 
love. 

Though Alexandra is de- 
scribed as still being "footloose 
and fancy free," there u said 
to be quite a list of possible 



suitors, including her cou-.ui. 
Crown Prince Constantine of 
Greece, Juan Carlos, son of 
the Spanish Pretender, who is 
often a guest at the same house 
parties, and Crown Prince 
H.irald of Norway, who has 
many times been mentioned as 
a possible husband. 

In England, there is her 
constant escort — brother of 
her lady-in-waiting — the good- 
looking Marquess of Hamilton, 
heir to the Duke of Abercorn. 
There is Shaun Plunket, 
brother of Lord Plunket, one 
of Alexandra's devoted FricntU, 
and Count Vincent Powk- 
lewski, whose mother is one 
of the Duchess of Kent's 
closest friends and whose 
grandmother (the Baroness de 
Stoekel) is known in the 
family as "Aunt Ag." 

Last summer Alexandra 
spent a holiday in Ilalv with, 
as escort, Giuseppe Ganoni, 
27-year-old son of a wealthy 
Italian industrialist, and with 
whom she later had dates in 
London. 

In Scotland, while the gueti 
of Lady Zia Wemher, her con- 
stant companion was good- 
looking Lord O'Neill, whose 
estates are in County Antrim, 
Northern Ireland, 

The Earl of Erne and Jackie 
Robinson, an American at 
Oxford and friend of Fiona 
Douglas - Home (Robin's 
sisterl, complrte the list ol 
young hov-Iriends, 
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This father has 
the Christmas*^ 




e sewn up 

By ANNETTE FIELDING-JONES 



• To debunk ibe theory that men get the easy end of 
Christmas while their wives get sore feel trudging around 
the shops I went Chriatmae shopping with a man who 
bad a morning to upend and a shopping list a fool long. 



MEET Jack Nassiter, 
the man who put a 
bride-doll and a barking 
dog (toy variety) on lay- 
by last October. 

Other i ilm may be seen 
dipping furtively into depart- 
ment stores, uneasily by-pass- 
ing the lingerie department, 
sheepishly making lor the toy 
trains (where husbands may 
•iKiii i be retrieved it lost). 

Bui not Jack N tmitrr. This 
man actually LIKES chop- 
ping' 

In ease his fellow men may 
feel he's letting the side down, 
Mr. Nossiter quickly produces 
his reason — and rxruw 

Back home, which is a 
roomy house . with a water 
frontage at Fairlight, over a 
stretch of Sydney's Middle 
Harbor, is Mi*. Nossiter, just 
home from hospital with Miss 
Louise Nossiter. 

And Louise, aged all of 20 
days, is the fifth Miss Nossiter, 
bringing the family total of 
young Notsiters to seven — 
five girls and two boys. 

"Doing the shopping? Well, 




creeping up 
about three 



OUT 

nnths 



JACK NOSSITER, mho ha* 

im« children ftnti t'.hritt- 

nuii-ttocking order* from all 
of them. 

you could say I'm getting effi- 
cient," said Mr. Nossiter, 
modestly, when I went to col- 
lect him one morning at the 
film company where he works. 

I found him poring over 
The List- 

"Chriatrnas," he explained, 




LINGERING OVER LINGERIE, family-man Nouilcr r» 
/yftW ro be perturbed by feminine atmosphere. Rejecting 
Mark chiffon, he rhoie a ytltotc nigh/fawn for hi$ wife. 



starts 
family 
early. 

"Long before the ads. start 
reminding you of how many 
"hupping djys 10 Christmas, 
our children get in their own 
reminders." 

Louise hasn't quite got to 
the stage of dropping hints, 
but Christine (125, Jennifer 
(10), Michael (9), David (6), 
Patty (3), und Joanne (who's 
ill mo. i two) have been put- 
ting in their orders for weeks. 

"I'd like to say hints, hut 
it's too mild a word for my 
family. We've been getting 
detailed descriptions of ex- 
actly what each of them wants, 
and, in case it should ever 
slip my mind, little notes are 
liable to appear on my wife's 
dressinij-table." 

The Nossilrrs work to a 
Christmas budget each year. 
,: It used to be £2 a head, but 
this year it looks like being 
nearer £5. With nine of us, 
plus a pair of grandmothers, 
that's £55." 

Armed with The List we 
set out, Mt. Nossiter leading 
the way down Pitt Street. 

"We'll start with the toy 
department," he announced, 
making a Decline for it as I 
followed meekly behind. 

"By the seventh child you 
know just where every toy 
department in town is," he ex- 
plained. 

"Rattles, please," he re- 
quested. Over a mound of 
rattles he made a quick de- 
cision, picked a most superior 
type with a suction sticker 
end that could go horizontally 
rrn the bathtub, ticked Louise 
off The List. 

Next name, working from 
the bottom up. was Joanne. 




"Joanne doesnt really de- 
mand things. She just opens 
her big blur eyes and every- 
one rushes to get what she 
wants," said the father. 

Joanne wants a dolly "like 
Patty's." "Patty ordered a 
bride-doll early, so it's tin lay- 
by. Maybe for the sake of 
peace . . ." 

Ten minutes had gone by 
and two bride-dolls were now 
accounted for, anil three 
names ticked off The List. 

Another ten minutes and 




RECORD Bl 'Y (aherei lor In daughUrt included latest 
hit fun**. Mr, Nouilcr ihufflcd pott Elrh Preiley ditc; 

EIGHT NOSSITERS mail to «■<■ that Doddy't bought. 
Joanne «■« on hie lap. Patty it peeking. Michael, Darli, 
Chrittine, and Jennifa line up mith Mrs. Nottiter and baby. 



Mr. Nossiter had bought a 
frogman's gear (junitir size 
for Michael) and a model 
train (For David), with barely 
a glance at the fishing rods 
he loves, and only a flicker 
at the other fa then merrily 
playing trains. 

Five names now had red 
ticks beside them and Chris- 
tine and Jennifer came next. 

Here at least, I thought, 
the man might hesitate. Chris- 
tine wanted a dress, Jennifer 
sandals. 

Rattled off 

"I've done this before," ex- 
plained Mr. Nossiter, search- 
ing through a rack of junior- 
siied cotton dresses. Seven 
minutes and Christine's pres- 
ent was wrapped up; eight 
more and Jennifer was crossed 
off. 

A little laden down now, 
Mr. Nossiter led the way 
along the street while I fol- 
lowed clutching what was 
audibly the rattle. 

"Hit records — the girls 
Love them." Hr quickly shuf- 
fled past Elvis Presley — 
'though I rather imagine he's 
on the girls' own list"— settled 
on roek-'n-rol] — "you get 
rscd to anything in time." 

Al the end of the hour 
M'd also bought handkerchiefs 
snd powder, a package of cos- 
metics, and Grandma Hen. 
and Grandma Noss. were 
ticked off. 



"NOTHING TO IT," Mr. Nv 
•Iter iati reporter Annetta 
Fielding-Jona. Ha bought a 
bride-doll, barking dog, model 
traim, and baby'i rattle in ten 
minutes' thopplag time. 

By now I was beginning to 
wilt, but not Mr. Nossiter. 

"Mummy" was the only 
name left, and pencilled be- 
side it was a word that can 
usually be counted on sending 
most men into a flat spin. 

"I'd like to see some night- 
gowns, please," announced 
Jack Nossiter to the six or 
seven assistants who circled 
die one lone man in the lin- 
gerie department. 

"No, not black chiffon . . . 
I like this yellow one. 

"Well, that's that," he said. 
"Nothing much to shopping." 

The total shopping time 
stood at one hour fifteen min- 
utes. 

The only thing left for qk 
to do was help carry some of 
the parcels home. 

Six blond Nossiters and 
two brownettes - — Mrs. 

Nossiter and baby Louise 

were on the steps as we tried 
to pretend we weren't hiding 
a pack of parcels behind our 
hacks. 

^ Then I asked about the one 
Nossiter who hadn't been ac- 
counted for. 

"Dad," said the children, 
"hasn't made up his mind 
about what he wants." 
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IT'S NO COP 



• Our own Father Christ- 
mas tvent to a Sydney store 
to play Santa Claus. He came 
away exhausted and with 
only one regret. 



BEING 
■ 



SANTA! 



By RQN.4LD McKIE 



RAY CONNORS 
whitened my eye- 
brows, slapped some rouge 
in my nose and forehead, 
and adjusted my brand- 
new patriarchal beard. 

"You look fine," he said. 
"Now all you've gut to watch 
for are the old 'uus and the 
babies," 

"That's right," said Rill 
Gray, the other Santa Clans, 
>■ he took off his broad belt 
and buckled it around my 
middle. 

"The few eight-to-teus 
you'll get are a wake-up, as 
Mo used to say, so watch 'em 
like red-back spiders. 

"The babirs don't regard 
yon .iv human but as some- 
dung to pull — and what's bet- 
ter than a long white beard." 

I put on my scarlet rap 
with its long pompon, 
studied myself in the mirror, 
and derided I looked as be- 
nign and composed as any 
undernourished amateur Santa 
L'uuld be in scarlet trousers 
held up with a safety-pin, 
scarlet coat, while cottun- 
wool, and rubber waders four 
sues too big. 

Santa Bill and Santa Ray 
lrd me past a heap of props 
and stacked scenery, past a 
singing electric motor, to a 
hole in the wall and gave me 
.1 gentle push. 

"You're on." they said. 

And the only thing they'd 
forgotten to tell me, as I 
clumped through into the 
glare of arc lights, was where 
to go. 

I turned left and almost 
fell over a bridge into the 
Sleeping Beauty exhibition. 1 
tried an opening between 
two fir trees and nearly lost 
both cap and beard. I shamb- 
led right, through the snow, 
and at Inn reached my red- 
and-silver throne. 



For the first time I looked 
around, and didn't like what 
I saw. 

Packed in front of me were 
about 500 women and child- 
ren — and if there's any- 
thing more dclrrmuiril- Look- 
ing in this world than massed 
mothers it's massed mothers 
with young. 

They have the expression 
Solomon Islanders wore when 
surrounding their first mis- 
sionary iu his rooking put. 

Despite my background of 
winter trees and snow-draped 
mountains, 1 began to sweat 
— right down into my waders. 

Then the attack hegan, and 
if there's anyone who thinks 
that being a Father Christmas 
is a soft cop, then kindly read 
oo. 

jUind the beard 

I rapidly discovered that 1 
had to lift a child (some- 
times Lsvo) on to my knee, 
turn it to fare a camera, find 
out what it wanted while 
guarding my beard, make 
suitable clucking noises, and 
get rid of it — all in about 
10 seconds. 

Which means that in the 
first half-hour, after picking 
up at least 150 children 
weighing from one stone to 
about five, my socks werr sop- 
ping Xfet, my knees were shak- 
ing, and my latent fibrositis 
was liegituiine to bark omin- 
ously. 

Rut there were compen- 
sations — like the enrhatii- 
ing little girl who put an arm 
around my neck, and stroked 
my bark, up and down like 
a roller blind, while she ex- 
plained she wanted a tea-set, 
two dolls, and a piano. 

Though r had a litde 
trouble with a small boy with 
frerkles who eicplored so far 
under my beard with a sticky 





SA-VTA (reporter Ronald McKie) on the jab fofrorc) with a confiding customer. 
fc'rir Lenjw. 6, of Condmtt Park, JV.S.F. At left, dressing for the performance. 



ELOQUENT EXPRESSIOyS In the queue to talk to Father 
VXtitimm at Mark For'*- S^ner. nhere the two regular 
Sanlam let our Santa try hit amateur talent*. 
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hand that I got ticklish and 
nearly dropped him. 

Some kids could tell me, 
with the fluency of Eddie 
Ward, what they wanted for 
Christmas; others were 
tongue-tied. But nearly all of 
them gazed at me svith such 
wondering adoration that 1 
was so impressed 1 didn't even 
feel an impostor. 

I laid nearly all, because 
tine small wench with a cop- 
peT fringe and no teeth refused 
to sit on my knee. When 1 
asked her if she wanted a 
doll, she said firmly, "I've 
got one," and left. 

One I liked best was the 
blue-eyed tol of about burr 
who wanted a bone for Christ- 
mas. 

"And why do you want a 
bone?" I asked. 

She looked at me as if I 
were a half-svil: "Because me 
puppy's got one." 

One thing that intrigued me 
was the number of children 
up to 10 years and especially 
girls — who were apparently 
believers, unless my leg was 
being pulled. 

Another thing was the vari- 
ety of requests, although one 
lad of about nine, who had a 
dirty leer in his left eye and 
who asked for a Cadillac, 1 
got rid of — and fast 

Requests ranged from dolls 
to budgrrigars in cages. An 
extraordinary number of girls 
in the five-six-scven range 
wanted rash registers or type- 



writers, and many boys and 
girls wanted clothes. 

There was also the con- 
stantly recurring demand 
among the older age-groups for 
television sets, ufton "because 
the people next door have 
it" 

Significantly, too, the girls 
of all ages purred when told 
they were pretty or had bright 
eyes, while the boys, if 1 
praised them for size or tough- 
ness, looked at me as if I were 
Neanderthal Man. 

After 45 minutes I estimated 
I'd lifted more than four tons 
of offspring — 22tt children at 
an average weight of truer 
stone. 

By this time my knees were 
no longer shaking — they were 
dead — and my fibrositis was 
nn longer latent but was nag- 
ging happily. I a bo had the 
first penetrating twinges ol a 
rheumatic neck. 

f was sitting there semi- 
conscious, mumbling firm 
promises of motor-bikes mnd 
sailing boats in Christmas 
stockings, when a couple 
passed the railing in front of 
me. 

Reviver 

"I'd like a TV set, Santa," 
the woman called, and her 
husband, a packhorse for par- 
rels, added mournfully, "And 
for Pete's sake make it a dozen 
lager." 

Revived a little by this beau- 



tiful thought, I turned to the 
next lump on my knee and 
said, "And would you like a 
lovely doll?" 

The redhead with snub nose 
and freckles gave me the look 
ttt an insulted taipan and 
growled, "Gee, Mister, can't 
you see I'm no sheila " 

By the lime my ordeal was 
over and I'd managed to 
shuffle behind the fir trees 
and the scenery. 1 had just 
sufficient strrngth for one way- 



ward regret. This was that 
Santas are not allowed to 
ignore a child her? and there 
and nurse their mothers in- 
stead. 

That dark-haired Mum in 
bhjir spots, for instance, wbo 
made my cap pompon bob 
when I smiled benevolently at 
her through my riff. 

That ash-hlnnde with the 
lacquered hair who wished 
me . . . 

Happy Christmas. 




ACED seven, you're liable to 
be tolerant ol the little kids 
trfio fceliere there's a Father 
i'.hrinlmai. Thh teren-year-olj 
leaning on a rail to utalrh Sontn 
at uork ■■ John tfrt'uii/icJl, of 
IWie Bar, WAFT, 
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Choose your gifts 

from Australia's greatest range of Xmas confectionery. 

delicious chocolates, toffees. , . in fancy tins, novelty packs . . . ALL MADE BY MAC ROBERTSON 




Santa shows you (above left) 
Mac, Robertson 5 vnutual fancy 
tint and novelty packs. 

Jelly Bunt — in a colourful 
ne* gift pack. 
2. Playmates — a fine quality 
milk chocolate asKjrtnwnl in 
an appealing 12-oz. tin. 12/6. 

Happy Dayt — toffee assort- 
ment in an original "travelling 
case" pack Perfect for the 
kiddies. 2/-. 

Floral — gaily wrapped toffees 
in an attractive I -lb- tin 11/-. 



8. On Santa's head i> 
Old Gold — Australia's favourite 
chocolate assortment. ViAb, — 5/6. 
I -lb. — II/-. 2-lb. — 22/-. 



A 11 made for a merrier Xmas by 
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ROYAL MAID REMEMBERS 



ifi: 




THE LATE KWC GEORGE VI milk the Qmtm (turn Qmaem Mother) tad Priuew 
Kuiird si BaltLormL Former turtle kommrmmd Grace Christie (right) recently 
tutted AmttraSa and recalled her three yrart of u-ning Royally. 

The Princess sang 
in the glasshouse 

By ANNE BRADLEY, staff reporter 

• Shy and small, Grace Christie didn't want to work far the 
Royal Family. She was "afraid of doing something wrong." But 
today she says they're the nicest people in the world to work for. 




\\ ESS CHRISTIE, a 
former housemaid at 
Balmoral Castle, returned 
to Scotland recently after 
1 8 months in Australia. 

She wu employed at the 
rattle from 1 947 until 1950, 
when the Queen Mother — 
"ihe mosi wonderful wife 
mid mother" — «w reign- 
ing Queen, 



"She was horn with a 
queen 1 ! dignity," Miss Chris- 
tie said, in her soft Scottish 
burr, "and I never oner saw 
her when she wasn't poised, 
serene, and smiling. 

"In the Tower at Balmoral, 
where I worked with two 
other girls, were the secre- 
taries, ladies-in-waiting, their 
maids, the equerries, and the 
footmen. 



"All the stairs are covered 
in ancient tartans. 

"Housemaids had to get up 
at 4 a.m., and finish the 
floors by II a.m. 

"I was late one morning, 
and was carrying a large 
bundle of sheets when the 
Queen came along the p;u- 
sage. 

"We were supposed to 
curuy when we saw any of 



*m ABOUT SATELLITES 



FACTS— 

HOW do objects like the Sputniks 
become earth satellites? 
If you fired a gun horizontally from a 
mountain-top, the shell would curve 
downward under thr influenre til gravity 
and land perhaps ten miles away. 

If you sent 1 shell faster, by the time 
it had travelled 100 miles the earth would 
have fallen away about a mile because 
of its curvature, and the shell would natur- 
ally have farther to fall. 

But if you could send a shell at hve 
miles a second (18,000 m-p.h.), the earth 
would continue to fall away as fast as the 
shell falls, and the shell would travel round 
the earth back to its starting-point. 

In other words, its path round Ihe earth 
would be its orbit and the shell would he 
a satellite , _ 

This example, of course, » oversimpli- 
fied because if the shell became a satellite 
near ground level it would melt and vapor- 
ise through friction with the atmosphere 
Even if it were possible to fire a shell 
the size and weight of Sputnik I at 80 
miles above the earth, its life as a satel- 
lite would be only 15 minute*, - 

You can't fire satellites like the Sputniks 
with a gun, but you can carry them up 
lo great heights with a two or three stage 
rocket and get them into orbit. 



This is what happens: At 300 miles 
or more, delicate navigational and other 
instruments swing the final-stage rocket 
into a horizontal position and then boost 
it to 18,000 m.p.h., when (lie earth's gravi- 
tational pull and the rocket's centrifugal 
force arc about equal. 

At this speed the rocket begins to circle 
the earth and the satellite is separated. 

If the instruments have hem accurate, 
the satellite will orbit at the same distance 
from the earth. If not. thr satellite will 
go into an elliptical orbit 

This means that the satellite will rise 
above its correct orbit on one side of the 
earth and will fall below it on the other. 

The lifetime of the satellite will be re- 
duced because the average atmospheric 
resistance is increased. 

The higher a satellite is in orbit above 
the earth the slower its speed — due 10 a 
decrease in the pull of gravity — and the 
longer its orbital period. 

The moon, whirh weighs 74,000,000,000 
tons (Sputnik 11 weighs half a tool, is the 
almost perfect siiiollitr. 

Its orbit is only slightly elliptical, a 
variation of only six per cent, each way 
from Ihe perfect circle, compared wiih 
Sputnik U's 10 per cent, and Sputnik I's 
five per rent. 



the Royal Family, and there 
was I, trying to curtsy with 
the huge bundle of sheets! 

"The Qoren just smiled in 
a most amused fashion and 
said, "Good morning, Grace.' 

"She was wonderful like 
thai — she knew the name of 
everyone on ihe staff. 

"I think if she saw a new 
face she would ask the house- 
keeper For the name, because 
she had a personal greeting 
for everyone." 

Miss Christie explained 
that the Royal Family was 
usually in residence at Bal- 
moral between August I and 
the end of November. 

Fifty Scottish staff were 
engaged to go there six weeks 
before the family. 

Fifty Faiglish staff arrived 
the night before and stayed 
for six weeks, when another 
50 From Buckingham Palace 
took I heir place. 

"This gave all the staff the 
chance of a Scottish holiday," 
Miss, Christie said. 

"After Royalty went back 
to London thr place always 
seemed dead, and didn't come 
alive again until the next 
visit. 

"After 1 1 o'clock earh day 
we were free until I p.m., 
when we had to be back on the 
job dressed in black dresses 
with white collars. 

"We went round the public 
rooms emptying waste-paper 
baskets, ash-trays, and gen- 
erally tidying up. Then we 
were free till fi.30. 

"In the afternoons we could 
cycle over the beautiful 
rountryside between Ba I later 
and Braemar, or sit by the 
River Dee, which runs through 
the grounds nr walk on the 
heather-clad hills." 



Miss Christie told bow the 
Queen Mother loves to relax 
at Balmoral and go for a 
walk in flat-heeled shoes, sur- 
rounded by dogs. 

"But the one who really 
loves dogs and flowers is Prin- 
cess F.lizabeth — the Queen, 
1 mean. 

"The staff wasn't supposed 
lo go near thr conservatories 
when the family was in resi- 
dence, but one day, when 1 
was new, I walked past a 
glasshouse and was surprised 
to hear soipeone singing in- 
side. 

"I peeped, and saw Princess 
Elizabeth, [wiling some little 
plants and singing away lo 
herself as happy as you 

please. 

"And is the grounds you 
hasrw," size confided, "there 
are bronze Maturs of count- 
less dogs which have lived at 
Balmoral and were probably 
used for hunting. 

"Every Sunday afternoon, 
half the staff is taken — or 
was in my time — by bus on 
a picnic. We made the tea 
outside in large urns. 

"And we had many dances 
and concerts, and attended all 
picture performances with 
thr Royal Family. At these 
picture shows all pre-rrlra*r> 

the staff must .ill lie se.ucri 
brfore Their Majesties arrive. 

"Do ynu know, as she 
walked lo her place, the 
Queen Mother used to speak 
to the person ai the etui of 
each row? She used to wish 
them 'good night,' or say that 
she hoped they enjoyed the 
film." 

Miss Christie says she will 
always remember two dances 
held in thr Balmoral ball- 
room One concerns the late 
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King, the other the Queen 
Mother. 

"At one dance," she said, 
"I was dancing with I foot- 
man, and he bumped into 
King CeoTge. 

"After the dance I was 
standing on the edge of the 
floor when His Majesty came 
over to me, laughing, and 
said. 'You'll have to teach 
I hat partner of yours how to 
do Scottish country dancing." 

"The other occasion was at 
a fancy-dress ball in the stall 
recreation hall. 1 In; Royal 
Family sal on a raised dais 
at the end of the room. 

"1 went In an elaborate car- 
nival costume I'd made with 
green and yrlkiw crepe paper. 

"D urine, the procession 
round the room a gcrl told 
me lhat Princess Elizabeth — 
she wasn't the Queen then, of 
course — and Princess Mar- 
garet were talking about me. 

"Sure enough, they were, 
They were arguing whether 
my dress was made of paper 
or material. 

"And laier the Queen 
Mother had to settle the argu- 
ment. She came across tr> me, 
felt the dress between her 
fingers, and said, "Is that 
paper. Grace?* 

"Then she complimented 
me on how nice it looked. 

"I'M always remember the 
Queen Mnthrr on another 
occasion, too — just another 
staff dance, when shr looked 
mare beautiful than I've ever 
seen her. 

"She had on a white bro- 
caded dress, and looked mag- 
nificent — so gay and yet so 
regal. 

"I've never seen her laugh, 
you know, but she's always 
smiling." 
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"CINDERELLA" and "SALAD DAYS" 







"fr "Cinderella," fairy tale 
of magic and romance, 
will be presented in both 
Sydney and Melbourne 
this Christmas. The 
Sydney pantomime begins 
at (he Elizabethan Theatre, 
Newtown^ on December 
23, and is produced by 
Charles Doming and 
Tibo r Hildas. In Mel- 
bourne the show opens on 
December 26 at the Tivoli 
Theatre. The production 
is by Percy King. 



Of 



COMEDIAN Batlont (Johnnie Lock. 
Kooi) flirts with WmtboBrne't Cin- 
derella ( 16*year-oid Heather Ror- 
wo«/l ) to the ditapprottl of the Prince 
(I tent Bevant). ThU picture U by 
miff photographer Sam Blakrway- 
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■At "Salad Days," a fanciful musical tcoven 
around the adventures of a young couple 
and a "mngie" but peace-disturbing piano, 
is showing at Melbourne's Princess 
Theatre. An all-Austrtdian cast of 12 play 
the 57 roles in the musical, which has had 
great success overseas. It is produced by 
Londoner Stanley Willis Croft. Music is 
by another Englishman. Julian Slade. 

9 Another Holiday Show overlt-af 





CAUGHT! P.C. Lancelot Boot (Berry Starling) discovert "Salad Dart" principal* Jane 
(Judy Banks) and Tim (John Proper) hiding behind their "magic" piano. Be tries 
to arrest them because the peace-Jarring piano has been declared a public nuisance. 




BEAUTICIANS 
l.ad? Reyburne 
noisily tarrying 



(for Mitchell, Joan Harris, and Diana Field) hat;- a difficult client, 
(Joy CHsmoid), uho is Jane's mother. She Is disrupting the salon by 
an tvso simultaneous phone contersatloni. Pictures by Sam Blaketeay. 




FASBIOH-HUNTERS Jane and Fiona (Joy Mitchell) with JSigel (Keg Dell) choose a 
dress for Jane to wear to an important party. Designer Ambrose (Noel Ferrler) is 
proud of his latest and elaborate creation, which Is shown by a model (Joan Harris). 




A FLYINC SAUCER and the spaceman Electrode (Harry Starling) help Tim, 
Zed (William Jeffries), Jane, and Troppo (Frank lloyd) srureh for the slmsiee 
It disappeared put a day before Jane and Tim were due to return it to the 
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Uncle 
piano, 
owner. 

BHIHIi 
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Smiley and his gun 





SHALL BOYS (abme) in "Smitey Cess a Onn" on location. From left ther are; Richard Keith Calvert f. 

Michael CwUf, Brute Archer. Carl Leedham. and Brian rarity (the hvUy). At right. Smiley with a gmn 
rou. an ancient hluiJertuui, tehieb he. atei in the film. The one he "geti" it a £2 Tine. 



Stardom is just an episode; 
he wants to be a scientist 

• Tousle-haired and ten years old, Keith Calvert in the pivot 
of an exciting world. And it's not the make-believe world of 
the average small boy. For Keith is a film star and playing the 
tide role in "SmUey Gets a Gun," «equd to "Smiley." 




By 

DAWN JAMES, 
itaff reporter 



LIKE the first Smiley 
(Colin Petersen), 
Keith was chosen from 
more than 4000 boys in an 
Australia-wide search. He 
is taking his new life philo- 
sophically. 

"1 I eel I'm myself when I'm 
home in bed reading my tines. 
When I'm on the set I feel like 
Smiley — sometimes." 

lie has no career ambitions 
in the film world. 

"I want to be a scientist," 
he says, bue adds firmly, "not 
that outer spare stuff, though." 

On Ibrir eight wceki' film- 
ing schedule the company spem 
some days recently "on loca- 
tion" si the 9000-aere Camden 
Park Estate at Camden, N S W. 

Watching the film's progress 
is like joining a crowd of pic- 
nickers with a miscellaneous 
collection of cameras, are 
lights, microphones, schedules 
and scripts. 

Most of the technicians wear 
shorts and a suntan; the girls 
are in slacks and casual shirts 
And their world revolves 
around Keith and his efforts — 
ai Smiley — to "get a gun." 

Supervision 

Keith is always surrounded 
by people— telling him wh.it 
to do, coaching him in his 
lines, making him up, fixing 
his clothes . . . 

There U, lor example. 
Anthcmi Kimmins, producer- 
director of the film. He chose 
Keith (mm thr *XW-odd 
other aspirants to fame. 

Mr. Kimmins is a very tall 
man with a quiet and confi- 
de, was of grttinfi thing- 

Paye 10 



done. He seems to be the. one 
person on the set for whom 
Keith has a healthy respect. 

One scene, lor example, 
called for Keith to lake a 
shower. 

While Mr. Kimmins talked 
with Margaret Christiansen — 
who plays Smiley's mother — 
Keith was absently poking the 
makeshift "shower" with a 
long bamboo stick. 

Then, "All right, Keith?" 
asked Mr. Kimmins. Keith 
snapped to attention. "Yes, 
sir." 

The scene was filmed. 
Mr. Kimmins' daughter, 24- 
ycar-old Verena, coaches and 



generally looks after Keith 
and the other small boys in 
the cast. 

At home in London, Verena 
is a stage manager. "You 
know — in charge of props and 
prompting- lights — music. 

"I began my career when 
I was 12, dancing in a 
pantomime. I went into rep 
for a year and later into 
stage management." 

There was an interruption 
at (his point when somebody 
called "Quiet, please." 

Sydney actor I^conard Teale 
was starring in the scene with 
a swarm of hees. 



In the story he's supposed 
to be getting the bees for 
Dame Sybil Thorndikc, who 
wants them to cure her 
arthritis. 

Mr. Teale was not notice- 
ably enthusiastic about the 
bees. 

He picked up a couple of 
box-like things with bees 
buzzing around and carried 
them gingerly for a lew yards. 

The cameras stopped and 
everyone relaxed. But not lor 
long. 

The next step took place 
in silence. A technician held a 
large microphone in IronL of 
the swarm of bees. They 
buzzed obligingly — for sounds 
to dub in on the soundtrack. 

Then the anion spotlight 
turned to prop man Keith 
Gow. He had been clambering 
up on to the Camden Park 
200-ycaT-nld dovecote, where 



Hiyors ai a star 9 & Hie 

m 




ABOr'H: Smliey't film mother. Mmrgtrrel ChrUtiansen. mice* him .. lAoiwr. Right: 
Makeup man Hn$n Hawthorn putt an a o raise — the only mcrice-Kfi Smiley enjoyed. 



he carefully placed a stuffed 
black crow. 

(The company had some 
difficulty in getting the crow. 
They had to advertise. "It's 
surprising," someone said, 
pensively, "how few people 
have a stuffed crow.**) 

While the cameras were 
placed in position, Keith Gow 
attached a long piece of string 
to the crow- 
He lay on thr ground, 
rugged at the string, and the 
crow jiggled reaustically. 

(In the film. Smiley takes 
a potshot at the crow with a 
large and lethal-looking 
blunderbuss, "borrowed" from 
his lather's smithy.) 

Everyone sighed happily 
when the shot was completed, 
and they went to lunch. 

They atr salads in a large 
hall — decorated with snm 
ancient, tired - looking 
streamers — on the property . 

And a wriggle of little boys 
— Smiley's contemporaries in 
the film — held court. 

All aged about ten, and all 
very self-possessed, they lace 
their conversation with fi'm 
slang, and have definite ideas 
on almost everything. 

There was Bruce Archer 
(Smilr-y's friend Joey), Brian 
Farlev (the bully), Richard 
Pusey (Smiley's stand-in), 
Carl I^edham, and Michael 
Cassidy, two of the extras. 

The boys don't like girls — 
"They take all your dough.'' 
They don't want to be film 
stars when they grow up. "Hut 
if the opposition rn^ke* rie t" 
good offer, I'll he a hint star " 
They don't mind wearing 
make-up. "Oh, gee, well, ii 
washes off." And they lik< 
working on the film. "Yeah . . . 
oh . . . yeah." 

In one comer of the hall 
make-up man Ross Hawthorn 
was plastering Marjatrt 
Christiansen's face with gluey- 
looking pink cleansing cream. 

"I go front bad to worse," 
she said. 

Margaret was wearing one 
of the two dresses that 



"Smiley's mother" owns. It 
was a bedraggled mustard 
garment thai had seen better 
days, and was covered by an 
aqua apron. 

"I have another apron, but 
it's to keep the pegs m," she 
said. 

When Margaret's make-up 
was finished, Ross began on 
Reg Lye (Smiley's father. Pa 
Greevins), 

Mr. Lye had on a pair of 
dilapidated shorts, a shirt in 
PMtthJng condition, and a 
flourishing five o'clock shadow. 

Then Keith clambered into 
the chair and sal stoically 
white he was practically cov- 
ered from head to fool with 
pjii-aW make-up. 

Make-up finished, the com- 
pany piled into cars and drove 
to the new location nearly a 
mile away. 

Last scenm 

They filmed the shower 
scene — last on the day's sched- 
ule — while Miss Lillian and 
Miss Edith Hawkey watched 
from their verandah. 

They werr bora at Camden 
Park and have lived ihere 
since. Their house has tem- 
porarily become the film 
family Greevins'. 

"We were extras in one 
scene," said Miss 1 .ill ran 
Hawkey. "We were going 
shopping with our baskets," 

They watched the shower 
scene — and so did Kcith'< 
mother — from a chair on the 
sidelines. 

The Calvert family live* at 
Lower Plenty, about 14 miles 
from Melbourne 

Mrs. Calvert left Victoria 
lot the first lime to bring 
Keith to Sydney to star in the 
film. Keith's seven-yenr-old 
sister Valerie — an extra in a 
school scene— came along, baa 
What's it like to have a 
film star sort? 

"It was a terrific surprise," 
said Mrs. Calve it. "We'll h;ivr 
to watt and see." 
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Htlfaw jtattmt Plate 



9 



2*^1 tor** 



-s 5 • 



ABOVE; TV Jin J$m<-om 
hit bridr im not the Mandar- 
in'* daughter hul h*r tody, 
Sitre-r ««•// (Rhttnnr Gabriel). 



ItMHT: Irrrcr* Hoong Sf 
(Mnr+r Utntm ) mnl Chang 
thr gardvnt-r (John Parker) 
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T/if* itory »/ rftp (tfiip- 
and-irhiti> willow patten 
plate has been brought to life 
in a delightful fantasy, •-The 
Willow Pattern Plate," showing 
daily at Sydney'* Phillip Street 
Theatre until January 18. Its hero- 
ine is the Mandarin's daughter, 
who love* a poet mho in only 
a gardener. The play's pro- 
ducer is William Orr. 



<5> 

'4 





• "May I box my anm >nhy hu.h.nd', „ r J>" ojtj f„ dT .j„. 
™..m„ S.W llrll. Thr fcnfc„„d U tlhvu M,i„ (L*m 
Ihnu). The htmk and lyric, „, r b. J„hn WrKrHar and Jill 
Lyont. ThtMt n„ ... ft, ifo£ photograph,, IC/lb HpWow. 
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JAB I 0 N E X 



Jablonec n.Nis. Crechoslovotia 

J hpnseatatnts / tor Wholesale ifif f 

MESSRS. LYOTT TRADING CO,, PTY. LTD., 
1 149 CA5TLEREAGH STREET, SYDNEY, N.S.W. 



eleYision Parade 

• Sydney's second TV Christmas is a blend of traditional enter, 
tain men t. sport, and Christmas editions of most of the regula - 
"episode" shows. TCN, Channel 9, starts Christmas on Sunday 
December 22, with what promises to be a delightful show. 



ris a live show that tells 
the story of Christmas 
through the experiences of 
a father and his sons. 
Their Christmas excursion 
starts in the frightening crush 
of Sydney 1 ! Christmas shop- 
ping spree and takes them to 
St. Andrew'i Cathedral to see 
the Christmas tree. 

(The tree, 25 feet high, is 
placed in the Cathedra] 10 
days before Christmas. People 
take gifts for the less fortunate 
children of Sydney in homes 
and institutions and place 
ihrip on the beautifully decor- 
ated tree for the children to 
receive.) 

Looking at the tree, the 
father begins to tell his sons 
the Christmas story, of Christ's 
birth and the drama which 
preceded it. 

The story is also illustrated 
by a puppet show. 

The Dean of Sydney, the 
Very Rev. E. A. Pitt, will give 
a brief Christmas message dur- 
ing the half-hour, and the St. 
Andrew's Cathedral Choris- 
ters will sing. 

The boys will sing one of 
the loveliest of the old Christ- 
mas hymns, "Once in Royal 
David's City," and two mod- 
em Christmas carols, "Sing 
Lullaby," and "Whence is that 
Goodly Fragrance.** 

Channel 2, ABN, have 
packed Christmas Day with 
special shows (sec above}, and 
they have two for mothers. 

The first one, at 3.00 on 
Christmas Eve, will be en- 
joyed by mothers who have 
themselves organised and 
haven't to go out. It's a live 
show, televised from a spot 
in George Street. 

The show, to be done by 
Keith Smith and that TV' 
favorite Judy Ann James, 
should be a riot. 

These two brave people are 
going to talk to mothers and 
children in town to do last- 
mmme Christmas shopping. 

1 can just imagine the won- 
derful scenes in the heat, with 
the Christmas bush wilting, 
the children over-tired, and 
even Santa (who will be there) 
a bit edgy. 

Their mothers' special for 
Christmas Day should be an 
unqualified success. It's at 
4,00 for half Jn hour when 
Jan Mackay presents a 
sperial kindergarten pro- 
gramme for the children, the 
tiny ones, telling them the 
Christmas story. 

Shell sue puppets, I bear, 
and guar an trees entertain- 
ment that wiO engross the 
Little ones for half an hour, 
and give the mother* a chance 
to pat their feet up. 

Sporting fans will enjoy 
many telecasts during the 
holidays. ABN, Channel 2, 
will show a special film made 
recently in South Africa at 
9 p.m. on December 23. 

The film U an interview 
and Christmas messages from 
New South Wales and Vic- 
torian members of the Aus- 
tralian XI in South Africa 
for the Tests. 



CHRISTMAS IT TIMES TO REMEMBER 



••Hi. 

mm 



December 22: Chan- 
nel 9. The Christmas 
Story, 5.30 p.m. 

December 25; Chan- 
nel 2. ABN, Christmas 
Service. Si. Andrew's 
Cathedral, 11.00 a.m.: 
The Quern'v Christ, 
mas Mesfta^r, 730 
p.m.; "Amahi and the 
Night Visitori" Men- 
ottTs Christmas Opera •. 
8.00 p.m. Channel 7, 
ATN, "The Three 
Drovers," 5.30 p.m. 




CHORISTERS a} Si. Andrne'i Cathedral photographed in 
the ealhedral. The hoys will ting a Chrittmag hymn and 
tiro modern ctlftA* in m ipeeiai programme from TCV, 
Channel 9, an Sim dor, Beeemfwr 12. ml it 30 p.m. 



ABN, Channel 2, will alto 
film the start of the Sydney- 
Hobart Yacht Race on 
December 26, and the film 
will be shown at 9.45 that 
night. 

All channels— 9, 2, and 7 
— have excellent telecast 
coverage of the Davis Cup 
on December 26, 27, and 28, 
(See but week's TV Parade 
for exact times.] 

So, there is Christmas on 
TV — as I seem to say almost 
every week lately, something 
for everyone. 



By 



NjsUV mvsgrove 



A HIGH executive of the 
Sim industry in Aus- 
tralia had some interesting 
things to say the other day 
about the impact of TV cm 
picture audiences in Sydney. 

He told me that the effect 
of TV is noticeable, but it 
has not reduced picture audi- 
ences to the extent that it did 
in England and America when 
TV was the same age. 



"Q.S.S." is another of TCN's 
new show treats scheduled 
for release before long. The 
initials stand for "On Strategic 
Service,** and they are all true 
stories from the files of the 
U.S. wartime Office of Strat- 
egic Services. 

They are terrific stories. 
Use star of the shew Is Ron 
Handed. Ron is in every epi- 
sode, playing aa O.S_S. type 
with a permanently stiff upper 
lip. His tnroblt is that his 
acting a all choreography. 

I'm using the word in the 
new TV fashion — it means the 
movements made by the hands 
of TV artists. 

Mr. Randell, registering 
anger, lays his hands on the 
gentleman's jacket lapels; 
heing tender with the ladies, 
lays them lightly on the upper 
arms; passion is shown by a 
harder grip; being a good fel- 
low, by a slap, still on the 
upper arm; being grieved but 
brave is registered by clasping 
his opposite number strongly 
just above both wrists. 
These shows are rare in that 



He puts this down to the 
fact that "Hollywood woke t * rar Kol T **« overshadows 
up to itself about TV some ™ * C !, U, ,B' ""J e « r y°ne nut 
years ago and began making Ra™" « g™M 
better pictures. * * 

He forecasts less and less 
**B n class films, more "King 
and 1" type films, which would 
be ludicrous on a TV screen. 

He is of the opinion that 
old films shown on TV are 



Jf R. NOFX COWARD has 
recently upset America's 
TV industry. American stage- 
hands, unaccustomed to morn- 
ing and afternoon tea, nearly 
bad theatre seat-filling propa- went mad with Noel's demands 
ganda and mentioned as an for lea and then fresh tea dur- 



rxample a recent screening of 
"The Petrified Forest" on 
ATN, Channel 7. 

"This film is quoted as a 
classic," he said. "But it is 
so old and techniques have 
altered so much that it was 
rich comedy— better than the 
Mare Bros." 



ing rehearsals. They ended 
up just pouring the old half- 
drunk cold dreg, together and 
heating them and they came 
out of the teapot, milk, sugar 
and all. Those stagehands were 
in real trouble then — they had 
a mad dog and an Englishman 
in one personality to deal with. 
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HAPPY YOUNG eOBSta pose ■*» the college tketeton. "Cc«r"; the* 
are ( from left) Gai Read, of Canberra. Staff Cadet* Alan Vieher*. 
of Victoria. Jim Robinson. of lie** Zealand, and Heather VirSter*. 



WINNER aj t'r Queen', Medal for 1957. 
LSemi. Duncan ' -ant-it. of Victoria, at the 
ball Kith Nusrhi He**, of Canberra. A.C.T. 



FESTOONED mith ilrnauri and balloon: Stag 
Cadet Ty Halt, of Rome Bar. and BenugM Dani, oj 
Canberra, douce at the Graduation Bali held in the 
amir decorated gymnasium at the military college. 





m %. or 



AT MIDNIGHT mother* and partner* pinned the 
pip* oil the uniform* of the newly graduated officer*. 
Here pretty Mary Secfimb*. of Kenmare. Old., mho 
more white tulle *a*hed mith blue relret. pint the 
pip* tin for Metal. John [rcrmody, of Coog.ee. 



KOWS and rows of Army officers, proud 
rrlntive*, ami starry-eyed girl* watched the 
ceremonies i>n graduation day at the Royal 
Military College, Dnntruan, A.C.T. 

Under the hat glare of the afternoon sunshine, 
with dual rising from the parade ground, the 
fifty- five member* of the 1957 graduating class 
led the parade. 

Chief of the Australian General Staff, Lieut.- 
General Sir Henry Wells, took the salute, then 
presented diplomas and prises. 

The Commandant of the College, Major-General 
}. V.. .V. W iltort. and hit wife entertained two 
hundred guests at afternoon tea on the shady 
lawns behind the officers' mess. 

And in the evening more than eight hundred 
young dancers arrived for the graduation ball. 




AFTER PARADE Lieut. John Ron*, of Seaforth. talked to 
pretty Joanne Williamson, nf Roseville, and Lieut. Norm Thomp. 
ton. mho graduated ln*4 year. Joanne more a blue linen tuit. 



V 






AFTKfWaOM TEA on ilir taunt behind thr officer*' me** 
for Major-General Si C. Pollard, mho im CJhC. EaaUrn 
Command* Mr*. Pollard, and MaforJZ**nmral C. B. Weir, 

* hi* f fif thr \iTr 7,e»lttnii Crtieral Staff. 



ENCAGED. Lieut. Peter Tiller, of 
Maroubra. and Sandra McEman mith 
Julie Handy and IJeut. Charles Hep- 
rntlall. of Adelaide, Roth couple* an- 
nounced their engagement nt the ball. 

Turn AufTHALiAN Wouin c Wbeklt -Deoniibw 25. 1957 



OFFICIAL GUESTS (from left) 
Majiir-Gcneral J. G. N. Wilton, Lady 
Well: l.ieul.-Cenrrat Sir Henry Wells, 
and Mr*. Willnn at the Graduation 
Rati, which meat on till early morning. 



AT RIGHT: Margaret Gilleipie. daugh- 
ter of Mr. and Mr,. A. R. GHIespir. of 
Canberra, mith her fiance. Lieut- John 
McGuire. mho ten* one of the eight 
Nam Zealand graduate* thi* year 
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.HTF^ Super Spread 

the NEW TABLE MARGARINE FULLY PROTECTED IN 



gold foil PROTECTS AND PRESERVES 
THE NATURAL CREAMY FLAVOUR . . . 

The moment you open new ETA Super Spread you know it 
has reached your table with all the delicate flavour and 
health-giving nutrition intact. Gold foil wrapping means every 
valuable ounce is fully protected — the goodness is sealed in. 

And New ETA Super Spread is STILL AT THE SAME LOW PRICE 



l ira ftamgfcUn Wmmii WciatiY - Occoubci I"* 1 ! 



National Library of Australia 
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Work like 
a horse? 




No wonder 
your muscles 
ticne 



i be ymn 



liting, mriytrt, pum- 

piunKuj* YWra i 
will ocb* ant ' 
mndn in hnoH. 
WW rrej kapfnim. r««fc for aim's, 
Lmmtm rajta mrtr>> WW T «i pat ui 
SktnX row W qu«* r*W d "cotfi 
kwf- TW aolf kind Hit MM rijjhr 
down Kiifa M hu prist «d brfeariM- 
T«n hunt chauk) rtTTi <r bonk* of yaw'i 
Pot hneMtH tj lsJut-; piM 
•bid mhi nmd mndK Ii rings tani^t 
«ti ralW qvidiif . . rmdi nu rufabinf, 
torvn w bwot. poiKt ftln Ic naui 
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CREAM 















Sun with | 

Hamiltons 

SUNBURN CREAM 

A»il«bl< lien ill th.rmm 




Women wtio know —use 



SXO-MIST 



pomjEi-s'Ht 
DEODORANT 




FATHER- 




"Edith won't mind j/ you tmuku — am long 

«» .•><'•« J««*J C.TWe." 



MOTllt.R 



P jf j 




£MS*HErn 



"Tfcr older »n**c MUST lir wmrallMf. 
More rou lookrd in Ihe fireplaeet lip 
an the roof? In the refrigerator? . . ." 



It seems to me 



BESIDES admiring the 
clothes in our Dior 
fashion parades in Sydney 
last week I was interested 
in the walking technique of 
the French girls. 

There are, of course, 
fashions iu stances as well as 
in clothes. 

The various parades that 
come from overseas always 
illustrate the latest trrnd. 

A couple ol years ago il 
was high fashion to round the 
shoulders, push ihe hips in at 
the bark and out iu front, if 
you follow nic. 

This effect sounds like a comfortable sag, 
but it wasn't- Anyhow, it's out of date, so stop 
making contortions iu front of the mirror. 

The new thing is much more difficult. The 
girls stand straight and then Iran back at an 
angle of 15 degrees from the perpendicular, 
This pose is especially effective for the new 
sack and chemise dresses, but, like the earlier 
one, it is suited only to tall girls. 

For that matter, it Is suited only to manne- 
quins. If an ordinary svoirtan tries it, even if 
she be tall and stim, the likely result is thai 
her husband will ask if she has a stiff neck. 

* * * 
fT^HE mannequins, all top-notchers in 
A their profession, bore out the state- 
mtfnt made in a new hook, "Fashion 
Modelling as a Career," by English model 
Cherry .Marshall She writes: 

"The best models in the profession are girls 
who wear clothes so superbly that the first 
thing you want to know about them is the 
name of their dressmaker." 

* * * 

THE dilemma of Lady Dorothy 
Macmillan, wife of the British Prime 
Minister, evokes the sympathy of women. 

Discussing her forthcoming trip to Australia, 
she said: "I only wish I knew our programme. 
Then I could make plans about my wardrobe 
. . , Men seem to think you can wear the 
same outfit whether you are visiting a water- 
conseTvation scheme or attending a reception. " 

Women know this is true. Whether they 
are married or single, leisured or working, 
the problem of clothes dominates their travel. 

Women journalists (eel strongly un the sub- 
ject. If, for instance, a chief-of-staff sends for 
a man and says: "You're booked on tomorrow's 
moon rocket," the man rings up his wifr, who 
digs up a clean shin and a tooihbrush. 

A woman, faced with the same assignment, 
gels a faraway look in her eye. The chief-of- 
staff, if of a kindly nature, thinks she's specu- 
lating on whether ahe will return alive. 

She isn't. She is wondering whether it will 
lie hot or cold on the moon, and, if rold, did 
she rver mend the hem of her second-best 
winter suit after it came back from the clean- 
ers? Is thr man in the moon likely to give a 
cocktail party for the visiting press group, and, 
if so, should she take the old black or risk 
the new model? 

Stoically, she doesn't mention any of this 
to the chief-of-staff It is a subject rntirrly 
outside his knowledge. She simply slays up 
all night making up her mind what to pack 
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CJOME people collect 
stamps and some collect 
china. I have made a 
career of never collecting 
anything; — until this week, 
when I am thinking of bay- 
ing a showcase to display 
my collection of bodkins. 

It is likely co be surpassed 
only by thai owned by Mrs 
Helen Wilson, of Forbes, 
N.S.W., who started the whole 
thing by writing a letter to a 
daily paper turn! inning that 
she hadn't been able to buy 
one at 2 shop 

Mrs. Wilson, describing 
her growing assortment, tells me that three, 
seui by the general manager of a western firm, 
were accompanied by a letter describing ihe 
reactions of two women who were asked if 
they knew a bodkin. One, he said, looked 
vague and the other offended. 

In the same mail as her progress report 
f received two bodkins of a new and advanced 
style, one from Mrs. J. Miatt, of Googre, 
N.S.W., and another from Mrs. A. I. Lymath. 
of Granville. Both of these bear the same 
relation to the old-fashioned type as a jet 
airliner does to a Gypsy Moth. 

Ljitcr the same day there arrived one made 
from a sardine key according to the instruc- 
tions quoted m this column a fortnight ago. 

It was wrapped in writing paper bearing 
the address of a doctor whose name, I suppose. 
I had better conceal as required by medical 
etiquette. 

Only onrc before do I remember a subject 
that amused an equal correspondence. That 
was some years ago, and concerned blue-bags. 

In these days of satellites I find an obscure 
comfort in this prevalent interest in bodkins 
and bluebags. 

* •* * 
Incidentally, I have sometimes been troubled 

(chough not loo touch) by my lack of hobbies: 
Now I know whai I can do — spend my de- 
clining years threading elastic with my bod- 
kirn 

* + * 

THE tragi/: squeals, entangled, 
jammed. 

Thr crowds spill off the footpath, 
crammed, 

Packed into doorways. Surge across the 
street — 

Tense-faced and shrill of voice, with weary 
feet. 

And somewhere lost, obscured, afar, 
Almost forgotten, shines the Star. ' 

A million trinkets glitter. Round and 
round 

Spin jingling bells and carolt till the sound 
Merges in clamor, shrinking, agonised. 
The Three Wtse Men, indeed, would be 
surprised. 

Yet dimmed, but not obscured, from far 
away 

Beckons the blessed peace of Christmas 
Day. 




I am Iwlicuilea... 

my output is the largest 
in the world 



lniliu produces ncarij 660 million lbs. of tea 
ciery year snd meets mure thyn 5tl per cent of the ssnrld 
demand <cj>cludini<U.S..S.R . China. Japan and FnrmiKai 
estimated flt 1300 million Jb%. Why is Indian Tea vo 
popular in so many purls of Ihe world ? Because . . . 

Nn ich by itself can give you all these enviable quuhtics 
— colour, flavour, strength, aroma. These come into 
existence in a cup of good tea as a result of wicmrfk 
blending of various types of Ich gro»n at varying 
altitudes and soil, and under dilfcreni climatic conditions 
in which r.unfjll is an important fuiaur. In India, all 
rhese conditions csist jnd. therefore, she is nbk- to olTcr 
a srrv wide range of teas to meet the requirements 
of consumers in any part of the world. 




[•uUojite Tea 



taste II , lea 

and you have tasted 
the world's most popular tea 

*mcfr*i =m Mwfl V wfp? 
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Where else but in a Smroyan story would you find the three leading characters 
being introduced to one another In a tree?, . ♦ a mad gay romance of Hollywood 




By WILLIAM SAHOYAX 



ILLUSTRATED If DUNLOJ> 



THERE was ii large tree at Peg and 
Willie- Kidling't cocktail parly with a 
small girl in it. She was riding a high 
branch, like a horse. When she got out 
on to one of the smaller branches her mother 
went over to the tree, 

"All right, Nicole. You've been up there 
long enough. Come on down now, and he 
very careful." 
"No," the girl said. "I'm mad." 
I reached the party at half-past six I 
wanted to greet Peg, anyway, so 1 went over 
to the tree*, and she said, "How good to see 
you, Gunnar. Will you coax Nick nut ol 
the tree, please? I'm afraid she's going to 

Peg went off to greet some new arrivals, and 
1 looked up. Nicole Kidling was looking 
straight at me. 

"Who are you?" 

"Gunnar Reykjavik." 

"What do you want?" 

"Your mother asked me to get you out 
of the. tree." 

"Come and get me, then." 

I put my driitk on rhe flagstone of the ter- 
race and began to climb the tree. 

"I know," Nicole said. "You're going to 
climb one or two branches and .stop. You're 
afraid to climb all the way up." 

"No, I'm not." 

"Yes, you are. You're afraid you'll fall" 
"No. This tree is perfectly safe. It's very 
strong." 

"It's over a hundred years old. My old 
mother told me. She's over a hundred years 
old, too. My old father's os'cr two hundred 
yean, old." 

I got tip on to the second lowest branch 
and stood there. 

Willie Kidling came over and began to 
laugh, and then half the people at the party 
came over, too. 

"Be careful, will you, Gunnar?" 

"Hand me my drink, Willie." 

The ice-cold Scotch made me feel good, 
but I knew a lot of people were thinking: 
"He muit be crazy, whoever he is." I hadn't 
kept up with Willie and Peg's friends. I 
knew almost nobody at the party, certainly 
nobody in the crowd at the edge of the ter- 
race. I handed the glass back to Willie. 

"Take the people away, will you?" 

Willie laughed again, and after > moment 
he took the people hark to where the parly- 
was. I climbed up on to another branch 
and watched the party from there. 

Everybody seemed happy except Peg. She 
kept trying to speak to her friends and at 
the same time to keep an eye on her daughter, 
a very plain littlr girl, nothing al all like her 
pretty mother. Peg was really worried about 
Nicole. 1 was a little worried myself, but 
I knew I'd have to go all the way up before 
she'd be willing to come down. 

Peg came over quickly and said, "Be 
awfully careful, will you please. Gunnar? 1 
didn't expect you to climb the tree, too." 

"I didn't expect to, either." 

"Delia says if you dnn't come down she's 
going to climb up." 

"Who's Delia?" 

"Leonora Roma. But, of course, her real 
name is Delia. It would be just ton much if 
slie started climbing the tree, too." 

"Where is she?" 

"All thiii purple over there." 

I saw Delia, ami, as luck would have it, 
the saw me and waved. 

Peg hurried back to Delia— to stop her 
from coming to the tree, most likely- 

"Is Delia coming up, loo?" Nicole said. 
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"Do you know her?" 
"Sure. Don't you?" 
"No, I don't." 

"Don't you know everybody?" 
"Not by a long shot." 

'*My mother dues. She said so herself. 
Is Delta coming up, too?" 

Delia came running over to the tree, with 
Peg chasing her. 

"Oh, no, Delia, pleaset You can't I You 
simply mustn't!" 

"But I want to." 

"No, please!" Peg took Delia's arm, while 
half a dozen men came along to watch and 
laugh as they sipped their drinks. 

"I love climbing trees," Delia said. 

"But you've seen this tree dozens of times 
and you'vo never before wanted to climb it.'" 

"But 1 never saw Nick in it before. And 
thai other lunatic up ihere. Who's he?" 

"Gunnar Reykjavik," Peg said. "Leonora 
Roma" 

"How dn you do. Miss Roma?" 

"Miss Roma, my foot! My name is Bella 
Harrigan I'm from Arkansas, not Rome. 
And here I come!" 

"Oh, no. please'" Peg said, 

Delia kicked off her high-heeled shoes. She 
grasped the lowest branch and planted her 
feet on ihe trunk of the tree. Then she swung 
up on to the lowest branch and stood there. 

"How long have you been in America, Mr. 
Reykjavik?" 

"I was bom in San Francisco." 

"And you, Nick How long have you?" 

"All my life," Nicole said. "Yau coming 
up, too?" 

"1 sure am." 

"No. you're not." 

"Oh, ves, I am." 

"Why?" 

"Because you're up there," Delia said. She 
glanced down at the men looking up, and 
then she said, "And because 1 can't stand all 
those fat husbands down there . . . Are you 
a husband, Mr. Reykjavik?" 

"1 was." 

"How long have you been divorced?" 
"Two years." 

She swung up on to the second lowesf 
branch. "What do you do?" 

"Make a fool of myself most of the time." 
• "I know you do that. What work do you 
do?" 

"If you climbed ihis tree to meet some- 
body important, Miss Roma " 

"Drlla Harrigan." 

" you've made a mistake." 

"I don't care if I have, Mr. Reykjavik. 
Thai's that city in Greenland, isn't it?" 

"Iceland." 

"Ye* I knew it was one of those places. 
I can't imagine why that silly publicity de- 
partment gave me an Italian name, I'm an 
American, pure and simple." 

The small audience of husbands hurst into 
laughter. 

"Pure?" Delia laid. "Is that what you're 
laughing at, you brutes? Well, I am pure, 
and I'll thank you lo go join your unhappy 
wives and let a girl from Little Rock try 
to meet a boy from San Francisco." 

She turned her handsome back to them 
tjuirkly and almost slipped. 

"You be very careful. Delia," Nicole said. 
"If you fall, I'll really get the devil." 

"Don't you worry about me, honey. I 
don't fall— anywhere. Falling hurts my career 
. . . I'm a movie star, Mr. Reykjavik." 

"Everybody knows thai," Nicole said. 

"He doesn't." 

"Ye*, I do." 



"Then why don't you make a fuss over 
me, the way everybody else in America does? 
Fans, photographers, newspapermen, and all 
those husbands down there on their way hack 
to their wives at last. If you know I'm a 
movie star, why don't you fall at my feet?" 

"How ran he, in a tree?" Nicole snid. 

"I don't fall, either. Not any more, at any 
rate." 

"Were ynu terribly unhappy when you 
were married?" 
"1 was in love " 

"Oh, lhat's die worst unhappiness of all." 
"I know, and never again." 
"Really?" 

"Two years of marriage, two years of torch- 
ing- — that's enough for mc. Tree, terrace, 
town, or country, I'm not falling any more " 

I swung up on to the seennri-highrst branch 
and sat there, with Nicole a few feet away 
on a smaller btanch. 

"I never thought you'd climb all die was 
up." 

"Well, here I am, and lei Htt have a loot 
31 you." 
"Why?" 
"I like you." 
"You do not 
"Yes, I do." 

"You're just saying that. I'm not pretty. 
1 know I m no'. An'l I don't want to be. 
ever Mv mother's pretty. Her friends are 
pretty. Their little girls are pretty. Do you 
has'c a little girl?" 

"No." 

"A little hoy?" 
"No." 

"How come?" 

"Yes," Delia said. "You were married two 
yeajrs. How come?" 
"It's a long story." 

"Did you want a little girl?" the movie 
star s~ id She got up en to the next branch 
and stood there. 

"I did." 

"All right. I've told you what I do, to 
now you tell me what you do." 

"Tell rne, too," Nicole said. "Are you a 
producer, like mv father, nr a director, or a 
writer, or an arirar, nr what?" 

"Yes. Or what?" Delia said. 

"Hang fin tight, now — both of you." 

Thcv both hung on, and I told them; "I'm 
a cop." 

"Oh, no!" Delia said. 

"Oh, yes!" Nicole said, "He is a cop. 
FJ.l.?'" 

"No. Motor-cycle " 

"I dnn't believe you," Delia said. "You 
don't look like a cop and you don't talk like 

one." 

"You can climb down now, Miss Roma. 
I Laid you I'm nobody." 

"I can climb up, too, but I'm going to 
stay right where I am for a minote. If you're 
a cop, what are you doing at this parly?" 

'I came here from San Francisco twelve 
years ago to be best man at Willie's wedding. 
I've been here ever since. Every once in a 
while Peg and Willie invite me to one ol 
their parties I haven't been to one in four 
or five years, but I thought I'd come lo this 
one." 

"Why?" 

"I hadn't seen their kids in a long time 
and t thought I'd like lo sec them again 
When they were little 1 used to know them 
quite well." 

"You did?" Nicole said. "Did you know 
me when I wns litlle?" 

"Yea, I did." 

"How come?" 




Nicole looked on laughingly 
white Gunnar sdiV, 'You can 
climb down now, Miss Roma." 



"Well, your father was just getting started 
in those days, and whenever he wanted to take 
your mother to dinner with a lot of big 
movie people he used to ask me to come over 
and baby-sit. I always said to myself, 'This 
girl is a nalural-born tree-climber.' 

"Bet your life I am," Nicole said. "What 
does a motor-cycle cop do — chase robbers?" 

"Sometimes." 

"Money robbers?" 

"Sometimes." 

'"1 think chasing robbers is the besi work 
in th** world. Not like being a silly old movie 
producer, Will you take me some time?" 

"Not when I'm chasing robbers, but I'll 
take you for a ride some time." 

"How about me?" Delia said. 

"Sure, ii you want to go." 

"When?" Nicole said. "When will you 
take us? Both of us? Will you take us now? 
Right now?" 

"I didn t come to this party on a motor- 
cycle." 

"Why not?" Delia laid. 

"Nobody goes to a party on a motor-cycle 
any more." 

"Well, how did you come?" 

"I walked." 

"How far?" 

"Oh, about six miles. 1 guess." 

"Can you go gel your molnr-cyi le and take 
us for a ride?" Nicole said. 

"It'll lake me mote than an hour to walk 
home and ride back." 

"No," Delia said. "I'll drive you ihere, and 
we'll all ride back together." 

"Will you, Delia, really?" Nicole said. 

"Of course, I will," 

"Well, what are we waiting for, then?" 
Nicole said. 

There were at least a hundred people al 
the party now. They were all so busy drink- 
ing and talking they didn't notice us climbing 
down, except Peg. who began to move through 
the people on her way to the tree. 

"Don't let her punish me, will you, Delia?" 
Nicole whispered. 

"Your mamma's not going to punish you," 
Delia said. 

"That's what you think. Wait and see." 

Peg was waiting for Nicole. She took her 
hy the shoulders, looked at her a long time, 
and ihen said, "Oh, what's the use? All 
fight, Nick, join the party. A lot of people 
want to meet mv daughter . And thank. 
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Jones sot cattlfous/y in the 
bath before starting the 
long job of getting himself 
clean. 




WE always put the newspapct 
(u bed early on Christmas 
Eve, and I was taking (he 
short way home along the 
railroad tracks, enjoying the cold 
air and the peculiar smell of steel 
and oil, knowing Betty would give 
mr a scolding for messing up my 
best shoes. 

I'd nearly reached the point where 
I rurn off the tracks anil walk the 
last six blocks home when 1 saw a 
man on the leeward side of the 
slacked cross-ties. 

lie looked to be about thirty-three 
or so, but I couldn't be sure because 
nl the short black beard, and he 
>ai there leaning back against the 
wet oak ties, resting on his hreli 
and fishing into a can of Vienna 
sausage- His fingers were long and 
dirty. He'd fish out a sausage, nick 
the cold jetly off it, lake one or two 
bites, and then swallow the rest. 

Hii clothes were old and thread- 
bare, an indescribable tangle ol filth; 
all of a rusty black except the hat, 
which must at one time have been 
grey. He held his chin high. The 
little finger of his right hand was 
missing. I had the feeling thai if 
it had been there it would have been 
extended rather daintily. 

"How are you?" I said stupidly, 
stopping without meaning to. 

He wiped his mouth on the sleeve 
of the dirty wool jacket and gawd 
at me thoughtfully His eyes were 
a gas-flame bfue, extremely elean 
and calm in the dirty excitement of 
the lace, beard wagging as he 
chewed, eyebrows pulled up almost 
under his hat "Why, I'm just 
dandy," he said with no apparent 



A short story complete oh this page 



By ELLIOTT CHAZE 



"Awful weather," I said, not rejlly 
meaning it, because 1 like it cold 
around Christmas. 

He looked at the sky deliberately, 
as if to humor me, "I've seen 
worse,*' he said. Then conversation- 
ally and without. self-consciousness 
he added, "Won't you have 1 bite?" 

I knew then I was goiog to asi 
him to rome home with me; that I 
couldn't let him sit out there in the 
rain sucking the jelly off those saus- 
ages on Christmas F.ve. I didn't 
altogether want to ask him, but there 
was simply no other way. 

I told him 1 wasn't hungry and, 
trying lo matrh his casual tone, 
asked him if he always spent this 
time of yrar alone. 

He seemed lo think about this for 
a time, still eating. Finally he said: 
"No, I used to have a home, a fancy 
tree, the works." He smiled and the 
teeth were amaiingry bad. 

"I remember one Christmas Dad 
gave me a watch, it had a bla k fare 
and pale green numbers von could 
lead in the dark- Gold sweep hand 
no bigger'n a hair. Yes. sir. Prettiest 
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watch you ever laid eyes on, it was. 
Rubies inside — real ones — for 
bearings. The dial — 1 mean the 
rim around the dial was pink 
gold." He laughed and slapped his 
knee. "Yes, sir, it was waterproof, 
dim proof, shockproof. and it had an 
alligator strap." 

It seemed to me that his voice was 
vibrating with the phony enthusiasm 
of the professional liar. A news- 
paper reporter listens for things like 
that Well, it was a Christmas story, 
anyway, and that showed taste, a 
feeling for the season. 

As the. man and 1 walked up the 
front steps, we looked through rite 
window and saw Betty and the chil- 
dren bunched around the fake grey 
Ine that serves as our beater in that 
rX>om I walked on in without 
knocking and blurted out that my 
guest was spending the night with 
us, and Christmas, too, if he would. 

"Why that's wonderful,*' said 
Betty, who is from Georgia, where 
they ran make you feel as if you're 
doing them a favor to sleep in their 
best bed and eat them nut of house 
and home. 

"Thank yem ma'am," said our 
guest in a suddenly .Southern accent. 
"Thank you kindly." 

"Gee, a real boncsi-to-God 
tramp." said our eight-vear-old sou. 
Kim. 

"Shut up,"" I said. 

"Our friend travelled a long way 
to be with us." said Bcjty. smiling 
at the s'isitor. 

Mary, who is ten. and who with 
customary shyness remained at the 
fire watching us out of the sides of 
her eves, now said, "Gullce!" For 
her that was wanton excitement. 

"I didn't get your name, sir," 
Betty smiled again 

He straightened, holding the old 
hat against his chest as if someone 
were playing "The Star Spangled 
Banner."" 

"My name is Jesus Jones." 

"What a pretty name," said 
Betty, not batting an eyelid. 



I could huar him whuffing and 
splashing in the bathroom. The 
■team came out from under the door 
in a thin sheet. Somehow f en- 
joyed the soapy-sounding sloshing 
in there. It was as if I myself were 
dirty and getting clean after long, 
Clthy months on the open road, 
scrubbing train smoke and dirt and 
sausage grease from stained poTes. 

The tree blazed in the dining- 
room, its brand-new lights full of 
mysrrrious moving bubbles, and 
Betty had said simply and without 
a smile, "Timothy, I love ymi." 

How would he look without thr 
layers of grime? How would be feel? 
I imagined countless Chrisimases 
sp'nt in various missions, the grey, 
dreary handouts, tasteless stews, and 
mechanical religion. 

He told me as I sorted out a razor 
and clean clothes for him, "They 
make you pray before they feed vou, 
some of them. The Christmas service 
is before the eats. They play it smart. 
No pray no eat. But it gets to be a 
habit." 

I'm not a really good practising 
Christian myself. H I hit church 
onre a month I'm batting a thou- 
sand. But tonight I felt I was closer 
to whatever ft is Christians seek 
than I'd ever ljr.cn before or would 
ever be again 

Not only the rather corny do- 
goodinn, but also the strange dignity 
of Jesus Joocs contributed to this. 
He was nnt nbscquinus. Nor did he 
seem totally without appreciation. I 
hoped it was his real name and not a 
blasphemous joke. I hoped camr-nli 
hr was wlui he scemrd, that he 
wasn't laughing behind the somehow 
familiar black beard. 

The bathroom door opened in a 
cloud ol steam. "How'm I doing?" 
The beard was gone along wiih ihc 
dirt. My white shirt and grey slacks 
were a reasonable fit. A rather long 
lip covered thr bad teeth; and the 
hair, darker than the beard had been, 
and very long, was brushed smooth, 
the side-bums thick and outcurving 



in the Hollywood manner. He wore 
my old canvas shoes with the heavy 
eork-and-rubber soles, and he stood 
in an exaggerated slouch, one hip 
cocked out. 

"You look like Marion Brando," 
I said, a hit uneasy that the bath 
and shave had done so much so 
abruptly for him. 

He pulled no outstanding boners 
at dinner. Betty and the kids treated 
him as if he were a globe-trotting 
caliph. 

Kim especially listened raptly as 
Jones talked easily of the French 
quarter in New Orleans, the blind 
polar bear in ibe zoo at Denver. 

After supper he turned his chair 
so he could look at ihc Christmas 
tree and die presents piled beneath 
it. His face expressionless, hr stared 
at the tree the better part of fifteen 
minutes. Once he shook his head. 

Later we got Bing Crosby sing- 
ing "Silent Night" on the radio, and 
there was a lot of other fine, nostalgic 
music. It really began raining, the 
wind pushing it across the roof in 
slashing sheets so it sounded like 
sandpaper up there. The raw weather 
outside made us feel all the snugger 
inside. Then Crosby came on again 
with another of his mellowing, rt'vrr- 
ent carols — I don't remember the 
name of ii — and Jesus Jones jumped 
to bis feet and said rudely, "1 bet- 
ter hit the sack." 

Betty didn't ask any sillv ques- 
tions. She led him in the guest- 
room and then sent the children to 
bed. When all of them were tucked 
away we picked around among my 
presents until we had a pretty good 
stark of them and put new cards 
on them. We wanted it to be a 
one hundred per cent. Christmas 
for Jones. 

Then Betty had another idea. 
She changed the cards on onr of 
Kim's presents and one on Mary's, 
and signed each: From your friend 
Jesus Jones. 

When we awoke Christmas morn- 
ing, the guest-room, with its fresh 



peach waif ana the mahogany- 
colored four-poster bed, was emptv 
My slacks and the shirt and under- 
wear were folded neatly at the foci 
of the bed. The bed was made. The 
cans*as shoes were under it. the 
ribbed wool socks were folded on lop 
of them. 

A whooshing rain, cold and grey, 
beat on the windows beyond the 
yellow starched curtains of the room 
On the gate-leg table in the living- 
room we found a pencilled note, 
weighted under a small, lumpily 
wrapped package in greasy brown 
paper. The note read: 

"I am not a good man. I see" 
many bad things and done some, 
too, and all of you are fools to take 
somebody into your place and not 
know if he will cut your throai and 
steel you bline while you sleep 
I'm leaving the night latch on the 
door pushed on so 1 can't change 
my mind and come back bear In 
the dark. I do had things in the 
dark. 

"1 don't want to do anything: 
in you because your good ev en if vou 
are sioopid, espeshilly the lady, who 
anybody can look at and know she 
is fine. Got to hurry fast now 
Gertin' out is my present to all of 
vou, and vou will never know how 
much it is a big one and hard for 
me to give. I leave a Ihtlc extra 
thinR for your bttle boy, who is 
bright enough to know a tramp when 
he sees one. Goodby, an' wake up 
and be smart, 

"P.S.: My real name is not what 
I told you, which was something 
I said because I was feeling jealous 
and meen." 

Beity opened the crude packase 
for Kim, her eyes wet. 

It contained a watch with a pink 
meial rim around the dial, and pale 
green numerals of the kind you can 
read in the dark. The crystal, 
hands, and strap were gone, but you 
could hear the tick, quite steadily, 
when you held ii to vour ear. 
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GEORGE," said George's wife, "do you think wc 
should take the Harrisons off uur Christmas-card 
list i his year?" 

Cieorgc Lcatork grunted pleasantly and, using the one- 
eighth o( his mind thai wan qui on tipird with the evening 
paper, asked who were the Harrisons. 

Joan said, "You know — the people wc inci on board ship," 

"That was five years ago," said George, invoking the 
statute of Limitations. 

"I know, but we're still exchanging cards." 

"Why?" said George. 

''Well, you have to," said his wife. "I mean, if people «'iid 
you cards, you hHve to send cards to ihem." 

"Why?" said George, aud vanished back into ihe day's 
news. 

There was a silence. Then Joan said, "George," and the 
monosyllable was quite exquisitely edged with frost. 

"Yes, dear?'" said George alertly, feeling the draught. 

"f do tJtink you might be more co-operative, ' Joan told 
him. "I have to buy the Christmas cards, and I don't know 
hr»w many to get." 

"Couple of dozen, 1 should think." 

Joan put down her fountain pen. turned away from the 
desk, and looked at her husband long and hard. He sensed 
dimly chat he had said the wrong thing and amiably revised 
his estimate. "Three dozen/" 

'Oh. really!" said Joan. "You know very well we need 
at least a hundred. George, dear, don't just lit there and 
jure." 

Ilr continued to stare. "We ran t possibly send out a 
hundred cards," he informed her in tones t>f outrage. "We. 
dnn't even know a hundred people.'' lie then pul down his 
newspaper portentously, rose, and sulked id the desk. "It's 
ridiculous," he said, and held out his hand. "Here, let me 
MC your list." 

She handed it to him silently, a small book that said, 
Ciifis & Cards" neatly on the outside and bristled within 
Bke .1 pincushion, full of names and addresses, written down, 
tvrilirii over, anil generally hen-tracked 

"TlieTel" said Georee triumphantly. "You can't read your 
own handwriting, and you've counted everybody twice." 

"I can read it," said Joan. 
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'Well, then, there arc just too many people listed. No 
wonder Christmas always exhausts you. You wear yourself 
nut with this kind of nonsense, and then " 

"Christmas does not exhaust me," she said. "And, ajiyway, 
what do you want me to do? Send the cdrds om on Lhu 
Fourth of July?" 

"We rfnn'i (lays to .send so many," said George. "It's pure 
commercialism. Christmas is the season of- peace and good 
will, a time to remember a few old friends you don't see 
often hui carr about. Personally, 1 can't even remember 
what the Harrisons Inoked like." 

"They were both very tall and thin," said Joan, "and they 
kept rushing around the deck and playing shuffleboairi, "- 

George, groaned. "T remember, 1'ouldni abide 'cm." 
Cheered by their obvious cxpenciability, he brightened. "It 
goes to prove what I said — the whole thing's ridiculous. I'd 
soonrr send it Christmas card to our newsboy." 

"We do," said Joan. 

"l)o what :'" 

"Send a card to our newsboy," said Joan gently, educat- 
ing him. "Well, we dtm'i send it, exactly. We give it to 
him when he brings the paper on Christmas Day. With a 
dollar in it." 

"That's a tip," said George vigorously. "Y'du see how 
commercial the whole thing is?" 

"It's not a tip; it's a gift," said Joan with some exaspera- 
tion, "And it's not in the least commercial. I always try 
to get him a card with a cocker spaniel on it, because he's 
got a corker spamcl. "I^jst yeac" she observed, "it was 
practically impossible because all the cards werr French 
poodles." 

"Look," said George with eloquent calm, and pulled up a 
chair. "Look, dear, I'm not surprised you gel worked up 
over this every year, but ** 

"I don't get worked up. George. I only asked you if you 
thought Ihr Harrisons should Slav on the list " 

He ignored her and remained soothing. "The thing to 
do is just sit here quietly, the two of us, and cut this list 
right down to rock bottom. You have enough to do at 
Christmas-lime without buying cards, addressing thrm, mail- 
ing them " 

"Licking the envelopes," said Joan hrlpfulh 



"No wonder Christmas always 
exntrusfs y o U," George told 
loan. "You have too many cords 
to send." 



"Licking the envelopes," said George, "and so forth. You 
have enough to do without all that. Now. there are perhaps 
three 'dozen people at the miwt we want to send cards 10, 
and the Harrisons aren't any of them." 

"1 think we should leave them on the liBt," said Joan, 
deciding suddenly. "It might hurl their feelings not to hear 
from us. We dnn'i want lo hurt their feelings nt Christmas- 
time, do we?" 

"When else can We hurt their feelings?" said 
reasonably. 'We don't have any contact with them the 
rest of Ihe year. No. dear, I'm going to take litem off the 
list. Under H." 

"'They aren't under H; they're under I. Wc know a lot 
of Hs and only two la, so I used most of the 1 space for 
the Hx." She shook Iict head. "George. I think we ought lo 
leave them on the list. They'll deride we're angry with 
litem." 

"How can we possibly be angry with someone we never 
see?" 

That's just it," said Joan tender-heartedly, "if wc saw 
ilu-m s\<- i.iLtJii explain, lull liii> was they'll brood." 

"Suffering catfish!" said George, and, rinding the Harri- 
sons, as advertised, under I, he crossed Ihem off with one 
explosive stroke. He then settled bark and began to riffle 
through the pages of the list like a tiger leafing thoughtfully 
through ihe uiidrrbrush. 

"George " said Joan 

Rut George had |iuunred. "Buller!" he exclaimed. " 'Butler. 
Margaret and James.' Now, there's a perfect example of 
ihe the fallacy <i( ihe whule thing." 

"T don't sec why." 

"Because we see Peggy and Jim at least twice a week, all 
year round, that's why. They'll drop in on Christmas F.ve 
like thev always do. Why send them a card? Why can't 
we jusl say 'Merry Christmas' when we see ihem and leave 
it at that?" 

"Oh, George!" 

"What do yon mean, 'Oh. George'? That's no answer." 

"It is, rno," said Joan "f go to a great deal of trouble 
every year to find an especially nice card lor Peggy and 
Jim, and they always put it on their mantelpiece I got a 
lovely one last vear, and thev stood it right in front of the 
clock," She Ihen added firmly. "And we put their card to 
us on the honkease; ynu know that perfectly well. Peggy 
alwavs looks to see if it's ihcre,** 

George gave an insufficiently guarded snort. 

Joan frnwncd. "Peggy doesn't look in an obvious sort 
Of way, hut I can tell." She then added carefully, "Grorce, 
if there's something about Peggv and Jim that' vou don't 
tike, I wish you'd be perfectly frank and lei! rne what it is 
so we can talk it over. Peggy's mv oldest friend, and I 
wnuldn'l wiini tn feel that you feel " 

"I never said " said George. 

"Well, you implied it." said Joan, "and 1 do think it's 
better in a thing like ihis to he absolutely open and ahove- 
hoard, because -" 

"Iflok." said George very cpiirklv. "we'll leave ihe Butlers 
on ihr list." And he plunged in several pages beyond the 
Bs, where he felt on firmer ground. " 'Mr. and Mrs. T 
Grady.' Who in thunder are Mr and Mrs. T. Gradv> What's 
the T for?" 

"Thomas. Terence, Theodore — I don't reallv know. dear. 
He was the rarprnter who put our IxKikshelves in for us. 
Mrs Grady's his wife. Naturally.™ 

"Oh, naturally." said George dryly. "Joan, would it be 
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The fragrance which recaptures 
the happiness of a precious moment 
and imparts thatjeelincj 

of charming freshness 
which is youth itself 

YARD LEY 
LAVENDER 

Pvjumc >»m ll/Jr. !2/9 . 

end 7/1; laU. 
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Scientists find safe, easy 
way to remove facial hair 
at home without electrolysis 

Leaves skin velvety smooth 



Hair on a woman's face is 
an unsightly blight 10 her 
appearance. Bui fortunately 
women can now be free 
from embarrassing hair on 
ihe face, as well as the arms 
and legs, because iwo scien- 
tists have developed a most 
simple, easy and medicalh- 
pruvrn way (o remove excess 
hair at home . . . Neelo, a 
cosmetic creme. 

Thanks to Neeto. women 
nn longer have to resort 10 
elci iroiysis which is so ex- 
pensive, often painful. No 
longer do women have to 
resort to the vicious habit of 
shaving, which keeps bring- 
ing the hair back so coarse. 

This highly successful 
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method of removing hair is 
used by more women today 
than any other. Do not 
confuse Neelo with old 
fashioned, evil smelling 
depilatories which irritate 
and take so long to use. 
Neelo is a pink. odoriCH 
cosmetic cremc and so easy 
to use. Just smooth Neelo 
on like a face cream — then 
wash han off in a minute. 
Neelo gently dissolves hair 
hfh» the skins surface. 
That's why the skin always 
feels so velvety smooth 
without coarse regrowth. 

Don't Icl unwanted hair 
rum your appearance Buy 
new. odorless Neelo at your 
chemist today. kyiji 
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OUTSIDE the cabin they separated. Hume went up to 
the bridge, David went down forward to the galley. 
Slade, left alone, decided to make firm fur the purser'* 
office; instinct told him that, aj the nearest officers' 
stronghold to the crew quartern, it wai likely to be a key 
point. He walked briskly, but without obvious haitr, nodding 
every now and then to passengers whose faces he remembered. 
It was impossible to tell from his manner that anything unusual 
had happened. 

His coolness was only partly assumed. TTr was by nature 
a shallow man emotionally, and had always found it hard to 
eumprehend the extremities, of excitement which he observed 
in others. His outburst of anger against Hume in the cabin 
had been an occasion almost unique in his experience. ' 

He had been astonished by himself, and proud also, as i£ 
at the discovery of a talent which he bad never previously 
thought he possessed. He went over the scene in his mind 
again and again, savoring it. He almost laughed aloud at his 
memory of the dumbfounded expression nn Hume's face. 

The long-term consequences of the scene he did not con- 
sider. He was intoxicated with the present. Life had become 
suddenly vivid and exciting. It was as if he had awakened 
from a dream. He had swallowed comfort and idleness like 
a drug, which diffused through his brain and robbed him of 
all feeling. With a man of more energeric temperament it 
might not have mattered so much. With him it had come close 
to being fatal. 

The deck-square outside the purser's office was deserted, 
the office itself dosed, with shutters down. From downstairs 
came the sound of brawling; excited shouts, with an occasional 
thud, and the voice of Washbrook, the third mate, shouting 
orders. At first Slade thought the office had been abandoned, 
but then be heard a shuffling noise, as if somebody were 
moving about inside. He tried the door, but it was locked. 
The sound of movement stopped. A voice from within said, 
"Who is it?" 

"The captain." 

He heard the bolls being drawn and the door of the office 
was opened, ju«t by a chink at first, until Ackerman had 
assured himself of Slide's identity. After he had entered, the 
door was closed behind him and bolted again. He was about 
<o ask if there was any need for such elaborate precautions 
when he looked around and saw the reason for them. The 
office looked as if it had been through a typhoon — worse, for 
it was equipped to cope with typhoons, but not for the sort 
of treatment it had had today. 

Desks, had been overturned, chairs broken, papers scattered: 
ink was lying in pools on tie floor. Sitting on one of the 
few remaining chairs was Tilling, the cbicl steward. His 
shoulders were draped in a white sheet, and for one wild 
moment Slade thought that he was having a haircut. But 
then the man standing beside him with the scissors turned 
round. It was Fellowj- 

"Good afternoon, sir." he said. His pink-and-white com- 
plexion was slightly marred by a large bruise over his right 
cheekbone. "I'm just putting a stitch or two in Mr. Tilling's 
scalp." 

Mr. Tilling, a corpulent, pasty old gentleman with pro- 
tuberant, blinking eyes, nodded apprehensively. "A nasty 
gash,'" he said. 

The remark constituted a sort of invitation. Slade looked 
at it. 
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"Yes, indeed," he said. And then, to Fellows: This 
isn't a hospital, vou know, Doctor." 

"I know, sir. ' But Mr. Tilling was anxious to nay 
here for the present." 

"That I was," broke in Tilling fervently. "Some can 
get their beads knocked off if they like. I'm too old 
for that sort oF thing. Do you know, sir" — he wagged 
his double chins portentously ai the captain — "what 
those men threatened? They threatened to 'fix' me." 

"Yes, so 1 heard. Deplorable! Deplorable!" Slade 
turned to Ackerman. "What happened up here?" 

Ackerman explained. It appeared that the seamen 
besieging Tilling's cabin, having failed to break dow-n 
the door, had lost interest and moved off elsewhere in 
search of more accessible prey. Tilling had taken the 
opportunity to try to escape. Unfortunately, he had 
been noticed tiptoeing down the alleyway, and the 
greasers, enraged at the sight of him slipping through their 
fingers, had pursued him up into the passenger accommo- 
dation. 

Tilling had made for the purser's office, seeking sanctuary. 
There had been a coniused melee in the deck-square. The 
passengers had melted away; Ackerman had slammed down 
the shutters of the office and tried hopelessly to get Tilling 
into the office and keep the greasers out. But the greasers 
were too close behind. They had invaded the office and a 
fight had developed between them and Bodkin and Ackerman. 
Fellows, attracted by the noise, had joined in later. 

Ackerman was not clear how long the fight had lasted. It 
had seemed a long time to him, but was probably no more 
than five minutes. They were outnumbered 3nd things were 
going badly for them when the greasers suddenly abandoned 
the field, alarmed by a rumor that the third officer's force 
had succeeded in capturing the main staircase and rutting 
them off from their main body. As soon as the greasers had 
gone. Bodkin had gone down to join Washhrook, while the 
rest of them had locked themselves in the office. 

When Ackerman had finished Slade went to the telephone 
and rang the engine-room. He heard the chief engineer's 
voice ou the other end of the line, 

"Who's that?" 

"The captain. How are things down there. Chief? 1 ' 
M Not to bad, considering. We're a good few men short, 
but we can manage." 
"No violence?" 

"No, sir." The voice was brisk and emphatic. "I've got 
four good men posted on the door with spanners, and if any 
of those silly so-and-so's try to push their way in here, Heaven 
help him. There's a hundred thousand pounds worth of 
machinery down here to look after " 

"Good. So you can get her going normally?" 

"Aye. If that's what you want." 

"1 do want it. I've told Hume to take her out on time. 
If you want to get in touch with me, ring the purser's office." 
"Aye, aye. sir." 

Slade put down die telephone and turned to Ackerman. 

"Now, Ackerman, I want you (o come along with me. I'm 
going to find the third officer." 

Ackerman unlocked the door. The deck-square was still 
empty and everything was strangely quiet. The noise from 
below seemed to have ceased. Together, without speaking, 
they went down the staircase to the crew quarters. They 
walked forward through the shattered and deserted mev- 
decks. 

Eventually they found Washbrook and his party. The fight- 
ing seeme.d to have subsided for a moment, and Washbrook 
was holding a conference in the bakery. He was sitting 
on a table swinging a rubber truncheon, surrounded by a 
collection of picked men from the deck, similarly armed. 
When Slade arrived hr slid off the table and saluted rathei 
flamboyantly. 

Slade gave a perfunctory aiknowledgmem, "What's the 
position?" he asked. 

"A bit sticky at the moment, sir." Washbrook was a big, 
thickset boy from Newcastle. He was flushed with excite- 
ment and obviously enjoying himself hugely. 

"We had a good scrap with them cm the mess-decks Even- 
tually they began to jrel tired of it and moved Ward into 
these alleyways, where it was more difficult to follow them, 
being narrower. Still, we xept on until we came to a point 

M AtnmULttAH Women's Weekly — December 25. 1957 



National Library of Australia 



http://nla.gov.au/nla.news-page4824360 




juat past here, and there they hrlrl us up. 
It's a very awkward position. I just Mopped 
for a moment to try Id figure out how to get 
round it." 

"What's the difficulty?" 

"If you remember, sir, just beyond here 
tnt-rc's a bulkhead which juts uui and gives 
I he effect of a .ton of S-bend in the alleyway. 
Just beyond there there's a section which i» 
mainly storerooms. They've hlockrd the 
alleyway about thirty feet beyund the bend 
with crates and barrels. 1 gather they've 
blocked it birther on, too — that's where Mr. 
Batcman got held up, coming at them train 
the other end. So they're barricaded in. The 
storerooms are full of all sorts of stuff, As 
you. go around the bend they stand behind 
the harriers and throw things at you — tins 
and bottle*, jars of fruit, and so on. U'l 
difficult to handle, because only one person 
can go round at a time." 

Slade made an impatient gesture "This 
is idiotic. They can't stay there for ever. 
They'll have to come out in due course." 

"That's what I've told them. But they 
won't take any notice." 

Slade thought for a moment. Then he 
said, "I'd holier speak to them myself." 

He was conscious of the men watching him, 
curious to know how he would deal with the 
situation. He could understand that to them 
this was a dramatic moment and hoped he 
would be able to play it to their satisfaction. 
Perhaps, for once, his natural manner might 
be suitable to the occasion, his very coldness 
more impressive than the grandest of gesture*. 
Hp had never been worried very much by 
physical fear; indeed, that had always been 
one of his gravest weaknesses, thr inability to 
appreciate the reality of danger until it was 
too late. 

He moved toward* the bend in the alley- 
way. Washbrook said: 

"Shall I shoot and rell them vou're here, 
trr?- 

He thought for a mnnKTir and then said, 
"Yes." It would be .stupid to go unan- 
nounced and be sinnned by a tin of preserves 
before he had time to speak. 

Washbrook went forward and shouted, from 
a position of cover behind the bulkhead, 
"Hold ynur fire! The captain wants 10 speak 
to you." 

There was a volley of abuse. Two bottles 
of fruit exploded against the bulkhead. 

"You ser how it is, sir," said Washbrook 
apologetically. He shouted again, "Did you 
hear what I said? The captain's here." 

"Then tell him to go to bell." 

Slade motioned to Washbrook to be silent. 
Then he spoke himself. 

"Put those bottles down and act sensibly. 
I'm coming through to talk to you." 

""Stay where you are or you'll get hurt!" 
replied the voire. 

"Don't be silly." said Slade impatiently, and 
walked round the bend in the corridor. 

About ten paces in front of him was the 
barricade, an amateurishly constructed affair 
of barrels and beer crates. Peering over the 
top of it were several villainous and plethoric 
faces. More exposed than the rest was a rrop- 
headed man with a recently broken nose. He 
wore 3 bloodstained singlet and was holding 



a broken bottle in his right hand, ready to 
throw. 

"Don't come any nearer!" be said, bran- 
dishing the bottle. 

Slade made no attempt to advance. He 
simply said, "Are you the leader of this 
group?" 

The man hesitated. lie had missed the 
opportunity to throw his bottle; on the other 
hand, hr was not ailccpiately preparer! for 
negotiation. Eventually he replied, with 
certain aggression, "What if 1 am?" 

"Then 1 suggest you stop acting the fool 
and come out of there. You know that you're 
going to have to do that sooner or later." 

A voice from behind said, "What about 
our grievances?" 

"I don't know anything about your griev- 
ances," said Slade, "and I certainly don't pro- 
pose to discuss them now. If you've any 
complaints to make you can make them to- 
morrow, in a proper manner." 

The same voice said. "We won't come out 
until you do something about our griev- 
ances." 

"There isn't a captain in the mercantile 
marine who'd discuss grievances with a man 
with a broken botde in his hand." replied 
Slade. "Your only chance of getting a hear- 
ing is to come out of there immediately." 

The leader spoke again, "And let you hand 
us over 10 the Egyptian police, I suppose?" 

For the second time that day Slade lost his 
lem|ier. 'There are no Egyptian police aboard 
this ship." he said angrily. 

"We were told— — " 

"T don't give a damn what you were told. 
This is my ship, and if there's any trouble 
here I'll handle it. There are no police, " 

A wave of indecision passed over the rioters. 
They had sobered up during the light, and 
many of them had been uneasily conscious 
for some rime that they would have to capitu- 
late. 

The fear of being sent ashore into an 
Egyptian gan| was one of the main factors 
which had held them together. If that were 
removed, only a few dichards would be pre- 
pared 10 continue resisting. But they were 
still not completely convinced. 

"How do we know you're telling the truth?" 
said the leader. 

Slade did not reply immediately. The 
greasers watched him. still suspicious. He 
tried to think of the right thing to say. He 
should, he felt, have been angry with them 
for this final insult, but hr was not. Why. 
after all, should they trust the word of » 
stranger? 

Then, suddenly, the problem w.ts solved. 
More convincingly than any words of his 
could ever have been, the ship itself spoke. 
With a little shudder, followed by a low 
vibration increasing gradually in intensity, 
the engines announ''ed that tie- Capricorn 
was about to put tn .sea. The le-det of the 
rimm slowly lowered his right arm and 
dropped his bottle 00 the deck. The others 
began to shift tome of the crates thai malic 
up the barricade. The riot was over. 

The captain turned round without a word 
and walked away down thr corridor. His lace 
was still expressionless; he might have [yen 
returning from a routine inspection. Nobody 



Before Julia COafd call oat again David 
pulled her back while Dillon made a dash 
up the street. 

would have guessed at the unaccustomed emo- 
tions which were arising within him. His suc- 
cess with the rioters had completed the work 
which his anger at Hume had begun- 

He was intoxicated try a sense of the reality, 
the almost mystic significance, of command. 
The ship was his — be had just proved it in 
the most complete and decisive 111 nner. All 
else was unimportant. There might be some 
trouble with the directors when the damage 
sv.is reported, but they would no doubt get 
over it. 

As for Mrs. Cranston-Smith, it seemed 
strange to him that he should ever have 
allowed himself to worry over such a ridicu- 
lously trivial affair. He had no longer any 
doubts as to his capacity to deal with it. 

Washbrook and his men were waiting for 
him in the halcery. 

"Have they given in, sir?" 

"Yes." 

Slade saw Washhrnok's eyes full of ad- 
miration and felt foolish. It had been really 
too easy, an anti-climax. Yet to say so would 
sound like false modesty and would probably 
annuy the deck party, who were in a stale 
of high excitement alter their fight. It was 
they, after all, who had really saved the situa- 
tion. Most of them showed signs of daniage: 
bruises, torn rlothrs, and cuts from broken 
bottles. 

"I want to thank you all for what you've 
done,"' he said. He heard his own voice, dry. 
brittle, without warmth or humanity. He 
was overcome by the sense of his own poverty 
- he had nothing to give. "A wonderful job 
of work. Particularly you. Mr. Washbrook. 1 
promise you I won't forget this." 

He looked round the group, at the strange 
fares. Tomorrow he must ask Washbrook 
to give hfm a list of their names. 

"I hi>pr nobody has been seriously hurt?" 

"No, sir. At least— not, in this party." 

Slade looked at him qncstioningly. "Why. 
has somebody else— — ?" 

Washhrook's face was solemn. "I've' just 
received 3 me-sage from the bo'sun, sir. Mr. 
I loward's been found unconscious at the bot- 
tom of one of the fnr'ard t'ompaiuunways." 

Coma passed into semi-roma. into stupor, 
into confusion: finally, hy gradual stages, 
consciousness returned- David began to 
recognise thr objects around him and to talk 
in connected sentences, but his head ached 

To page .18 
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Af.rTTLE grinning lad came up lie track 
as MacGregor began to climb the tall, 
upthrust boulder they called the Fisher- 
men's Rock, his bare toes digging into 
the .indent footholds. In one hand the boy 
carried three hen eggs carefully wrapped in 
* lily leaf; in the other a mud crab, its daws 
pinioned with a strip of palm frond, 

"Where are you going?" he wanted to know, 
MarGregor stopped and looked at him. 
The boy's grin was from ear to ear. 

"I'm going to the top of the rock," he 
laid carefully. 

"Just to see about?" asked thr boy. 
"Just to see." 

".■Ml right. You see plenty." 

From the top of the rock MacGregor saw 
plenty, indeed. He saw the whole beautiful 
world, and in the middle of it, in the water 
almost directly beneath him, a ketch setting 
sail, ice-while, immaculate, and curiously re- 
mote in spite of the muted rattle of blocks, 
the groaaing uf the anchor winch, which came 
as an undercurrent to the screaming of the 
parrots in the trees. 

The departure of the LitLle ship disturbed 
him — the setting out of someone he had never 
known for a destiny he could not guess at. 
It was like his- own farewell to dvilisation 

six tub* before — it was emotionally cold. 

Like himself, for that matter. Or at least that 
was what Kathleen had told him. 

"Underneath, you're as cold as a fish," 
she had said when she gave him back the 
ring. "Nothing ever warms you. You're 
loo good, Mac. You're dinirallv exact. And 
it isn't good for you. It won't get you any- 
where." 

"I don't make mistakes, anyway," he had 
said. 

"Perhaps that's what I mean," she had 
told him. 

He had regretted Kathleen, but it was the 
pursuit of his painting career rather than 
her dismissal which had brought him to this 
island nf Oweluka, an outlier of the Trobriaod 
group, which is itself an archipelago sei in 
the Coral Sea. And he stayed, though the 
island is not of itself beautiful. It is simply 
n coral plain, a lilllr tip-tilted by forgotten 
earthquakes, with a vegetation that differs 
hardly at all from that of any roral island 
anvwherc. 

But from his perch on the Fishermen's 
Rock, where traditionally the eannrmen 
climbed lo shout their successes to the expec- 
i.iut village, he could see the ocean's love- 
liest waters, studded at a little distance by 
islands that are dead volcanoes; and islands 
beyond Islands, mountainous, symmetrical, 
and tinted with the pastel shades of sea 
distance. 

Be had been induced to stay by some 
furious necessity to master the problems pre- 
sented by his art. He had found a home with 
old Frank Richards, the trader, in Frank s 
great cool barn of chicken-wire walls and 
sago-leaf roof which served as storehouse, 
living quarters, and trading post in the vil- 
lage of Ijtmari, on the easi coast* and here 
he kept himself linnly applied 10 painting 
when he wa» not looking after Frank's in- 
Wrests during the trader's frequent absences. 

He was looking after them now, paying his 
weekly rail at the district office of Papatalu 
on the north coast, where a safe anchorage 
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and adjacent copra plantations constituted 
Owelaka's sole commercial assets. 

He was barefoot, because that was the best 
way to negotiate the three ragged ridges 
of abruptly upthrust coral that, under heavy 
forest, divided Lamari's lovrly coral beaches, 
its populated villages, and (erlile garden land 
from Papatalu. 

In four places he had had to balance on 
slippery peeled trunks of trees no more than 
six inches in diameter. Once he had crossed 
a rock bridge- There were two cliff faces, 
not high, but rugged, that had to be climbed 
with handholds; and everywhere except 
directly on the foot-wide, smootli-woru trail 
the rock was jagged with razor edges. Bui 
he had all the time in the world, and the 
way was beautiful widi flowers and hnlli.nit 
tiiilierflies and small, water-flecked green 
ferns. 

The weather was hot. It was ten days 
before Christmas in the north-west monsoon, 
and MacGregor stayed on top of the rock, 
resting and watching unlil the ketch had 
beaten north-east round the coral, heading, 
as he guessed now, for the main Trobriaud 
group, which was in the north. Then he 
scrambled down to the track again and 
headed for the district office. 

Stevens, the patrol officer, saw him roming 
and threw a yellow envelope on the counter. 
"Radiogram for you," he said. 

MacGregor tore it open. "Three days old?" 
he complained. He wasn't really surprised. 

"Yes. Well, there was no hurry," Stevens 
said, "You can't get a message out in reply. 
The radio's broken down. 11 

"When are you going to have something 
urgent of your own so you'll fix it?" Mar- 
Gregor inquired nastily, but Stevens only 
grunted and turned hii back. He threw a 
htindle of tetters — mostly for Richards — on 
the counter. The radiogram was from 
Richards, too. It read: "Delayed three weeks 
broken propeller shaft stop some damage stop 
slipping Samarai stop Please meet Layoni 
and explain why no Christmas stop Look 
after her stop Sorry to trouble you. Frank." 

Well, that vns Frank all over, MacGregor 
thought. He had the ends all tied up, but. 
somehow or other, nothing went right for him, 
He had made a special trip to get Christmas 
stock for his store, and now he wasn't piing 
to be home for Christmas. 

Layoni was his ten-year-old half-rastr 
daughter and the apple of his eye, and 
Layoni's mother had died at her birth. Mac- 
Gregor had never sren the child. He felt, 
anyway, that he had no sperial affinity for 
children. They bored him. 

One of the letters, he saw, had [he name 
of Layoni's mission school an the envelope, 
so be lor? is open It contained Layoni's school 
repurt and the news that the mission schooner 
would land her at Papatalu on Owelaka on 
December twenty-first. He looked up, re- 
minded of something. 

"Beautiful ketch just left the bay," he said 
"Whose is it? No trader, I bet," 

"You're safe." Stevens lold him. "That was 
Innstrom's Tanagra. If I had his monev I 
wouldn't be bucketing round these waters in 
a wind ship. Even though it's goi everything 
that opens and shuts." 

"Sir Gordon Innstrom?" MarGregor asked. 

Stevens nodded. "The same," he said. 

Sir Gordon was the one man above ail 
others MacGregor would have liked lo meet. 



He was the nnly one of the Australian mil- 
lionaires, as far as he knew, who took any 
interest in painting. More than that, in 
MacGregors view, it was an informed in- 
terest. Innstrom knew his subject. 

"I'd have liked to meet him," MacGregor 
said 

"You'll get your chance, 1 ' said Stevens. 
"He's coming back. He spent a few days with 
the Allisons, and they've asked him back for 
their Christmas party.'' 

The Allisons liad the biggest copra plan- 
tation. There were only a dozen Europeans 
on the island, and the Allisons comprised the 
self-appointed aristocracy. MacGregor 
avoided them when he could. Mrs. Allison 
got on his nerves a little. 

"So charmed lo welcome an artist to our 
little community," she said when she met 
him first. "1 paint myself, of course. But in 
my first year here I painted everything, abso- 
lutely everything paiutable. One can't go on 
painting the same rncumit palm." 

None of her effort* hung upon her walls, 
and the few prints there, while they were 
good, seemed to bear no relationship to one 
another. 

MacGregor himself was engaged in a period 
of searching introspection. When he got 
home he went through his paintings again, 
stacking them up three or four at a lime in 
the best light They were not what he 
wanted. 

He had left Sydney with no very impres- 
sive reputation, but in all honesty be did 
not know why. His work was modern. It had 
flow and rhythm; and, in particular, a series 
of portraits that almost approached carira- 
lurc had deserved, he fell, public recognition. 
His techniques were good. 

He was a young man going places, and he 
had undertaken the visit to the Trobriands 
for publicity purposes as much as anything; 
it was a vivid place where no other artist 
had been. And then the islands had intrigued 
him, entangled him, and finally, he had to 
admit defeated him. For the exaggerated 
color and the exotic forms of the tropics 
mated badly with his exaggerated technique. 

He sorted out the portraits of Doraima, a 
Lamari village adolescent who, on a whim 
had her head shaved entirely bald. The girl's 
ligure was exquisite. The dainty cotitorma- 
tion of her completely naked head mated won- 
derlully with her fine-cut features and her 
regal bearing. She painted designs of happi- 
ness on her face — eye-encircling curves of 
shining black and enamelled white in pig- 
ments of charcoal and lime and coconut oil. 

MjcCregor's first painting of her, in his 
usual style, was so bad he destroyed ii. The 
olhers now faced himj two or three represen- 
tational treatments in assorted surroundings 
thai offered a flat and clinical result, and a 
slighdy belter version, with an almost Egyp- 
tian flavor. This one had drawn praise from 
Mrs. Allison, but he fell it lacked something. 

Overall he was disappointed. His work 
seemed alien in the land and to himself. The 
more immediate reason for his inspection, 
however, was to decide whether the quality 
of his work was sufficient lo intrigue such a 
patron as Innstrom, II he could achieve Sir 
Gordon's patronage, his fame and future 
would be assured. 

A couple of days later, when a native boy 
arrived at lamari with an invuation to the 



MacGregor quickly 
sketched Layoni as 
she held the carved 
figure in he/ arm. 
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Allison Christmas 
he was ddighied to ac- 
cept. 

He put the latest 

Doraima portrait back on- 
rhe easel and added a few 
fi rushing touches, plan- 3 
ning to present it to his '5 
hostess. Brought to the 
party, it would inevitably form 
conversation into which Sir Gore] 
drawn. Thus he would make 

The Alljson children and four or five odjen 
—the patrol officer's two and a Sflnderson 
and two Lmmets — were on the mission 
schooner with Layoni when be came lo meet 
her. 

She was a slim child, primly dressed, with 
pipe-stcm legs and neat, polished shoes, and 
she stood a little behind the others, ignored 
by them, clutching her case in both hands, 
with her head downcast. Her voice, when 
she spoke, was liny hut musical. 

Mrs. Allison, having gathered her brood ] 
about her, nodded a bright farewell. She was ' 
a big, heavy woman, briskly pleasant, 

"We'll expect to see you on Christmas 
Day, then, Mr. MacGregor," she said. "Come 
in the afternoon. The children will be having 
their party then, and we'll expect you to nay 
for ours in the evening." She looked at 
Layoni. "Someone at Lamari can look after 
Frank's child," she added. "I doubt that 
she'd- get on too well with our lot." 

The little girl dropped her chin on her 
chest again and looked at the ground. Mar- 
Gregor felt her register the snub, brutal and 
direct. He took her absurdly small case, 
made his farewells, and lhe> started up the 
track 

When they paused at the summit and sat 
in the sun by the Fishermen's Rock, Layoni 
waited a while before she asked, "Will my 
daddy be home for Christmas?" 

"I'm afraid ho won'l be," MacGregor said 
absently. "He'll have to stay in Samarai until 
his boat is fixed- A couple of weeks maybe," 

He suddenly sensed Layoni's disappoint- 
ment, and looked at her closely. For the firsi 
linn- he noticed the dusky glory of dark hair, 
the smooth olive complexion, the incredibly 
beautiful liquid brown eyes. There was some- 
thing a little pathetic, he thought, in the way 
she looked down at her toes. Suddenly realis- 
ing she was at home, on her own ground, 
away from the disciplined days of mission 
school, she reached forward, undid her shoe 
fastenings, and stripped off shoes and socks. 
MacGregor thought, uncomfortably, of an- 
other disappointment. 

"I'm afraid there won't be any Christmas 
presents, either." he said. "No party, Youi 
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Continuing 



Christmas On The Island 



daddy wal going to bring all 
the- thmgi bark with him, and 
now he can't." 

Thmc wat a long pa use thii 
tiu.c, while the jnuvrnw.nu of 
her handi were arrested, and 
thei> »hc uid gently "H doesn't 
nmtirr'' She looked up "Vir 
did have a party at the mis- 
sion, and it was nearly Christ 
ntai," she said. "Sonic of the 
girls (here don't base any 
I'.irties but mission parties." 

letter on, when they were 
walking down the trrirlt, itbe 
•aid, "Thr girls who hare par- 
ties will tell us all about them 
when school Harts." 

**1 thought Mn Allison 
might have asked you to const 
to her party," MaiGregur said, 
and Layont shook her head. 

■'She never docs." She had 
the utmost composure and 
poise "Maybe daddy will bring 
a party back with him," site 
said. "It won't tie very far 
from Christmas, will it?" 

She looked up at him. and 
her beautiful eyes belied these 
Pollyanna sentiments, for they 
were close to tears. He began 
lo l«l a real interest in this 
little scrap of humanity. Sud- 
denly he made a resolve that 
she should have her party 

At nr.-hi after he had sent 
I.ayom to bed, MacGregor sat 
ind smoked his pipe What 
nil earth does one do. he 
thought, to please a child at 
Christmas 5 Most of hit mem- 
ories came from the commer- 
cial art work he had done in 
tmdent days for city stores 
There would have to be a tree 
— -well, that was simple. He 
could manage that. 

But there were no toys, no 
ornaments, no strings of lights 
Playmates would be no prob- 
lem. And he could keep the 
party a surprise — lair-minutr 
irrvitationi would not worry the 
native children uf the village 
There should be an angel for 
lite top of the tree. He tried 
10 remember what else 

The village of Paladau, in 
the south of the island, wsi 
renowned for its wood-carvers 
Fhey were simple artisans who 
eheerfullv tackled the job of 
making, say, ■ three-leeged 
table: chopping it with most 
intricate design out of a heavy 
solid tree trunk, using tiny 
adzes of their own manufarrsire, 
smoothing the cuts with the 
sandpaper skin of a stingray, 
and adding the final polish with 
a boar's tusk. 

Their main products were 
beautiful wooden bowls, umplv 
and handsomrly carved, hut 
when a Paladau villager had 
nothing else to do he carved 
tittle fish or pigs, and instru- 
ments for the dailv work of 
the people. A Paladau man 
would neglect his gardens for 
hit carving, with the enthusias- 
tic apprcrvul of hit wife and 
famifv. 

Timothy, the old village 
councillor, wat tharpeYiuig an 
atrrr in front of his hut, and 
looked up, smiling, when Mac- 
Gregor walked in. The artist 
came straight ti) the point. 

"I want you to carve me an 
angel. Timothy. Vou know 
ih!« something, an angel?" 

"No, «ir." 

"A woman, then— a woman 
that has svingt on her bark like 
a bird's wings: a «™ ,n " 
high" — hr gestured with h« 
bands about fifteen inches apart 

"and in her nurht hand she 

holds a stick that has a star, 
like thi*. on the end of it." 
With the point of a anifr he 
senstrhed a ttar-tipped sceptre 
on the ground 

"A woman with wings and 
a stick?" asked Timothy. "Thi! 
it an angel?" He pronounced 
the word three times over, try- 
ing to get it right. 

MacGresror caught himself 
quirklv "Why, no." he said 
"An angel if like a woman, 
truly, but she must he some- 
thing more. She is the mean- 
ing; of all giving, the cause of 
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.ill iMppintlk; shr nuke* your 
hcari light," 

"LiVe a new brLdc ? M asked 
Timothy. 

MacCJTcgor acarvhed his 
mine.. It seemed urgent that 
Timothy should have exactly 
the right idea. 

"Liltr a new bridL and a 
iirw mutht-r.'' he taid. "Like 
thr hride and the mother .it all 
the wurld/' He wondered 
whence the mui&r came. And 
thought it over. It did not 
wund ridil uliMu at all. "And 
ihr loukav like this," hr added. 
He drew three- quick little 
sketches of the angel while thr 
rountillor watched him la- 
tently. 

"I want it quickly," warned 
M.i R re^or "The day after 
tomorrow.'' Absently be added 
a halo tu the front-face figure 

"All right." Timothy laid. 
"HI bring it lo Lsm..ri " 

^Something elsr.*' Mic- 
CreiEor rrmcmbered. "1 want 
some thini;i lor a child tu play 
with. Thr re should he three 
wiit> pirn wjth ijiih 1:. and 
shepherds with ihrir iherp. and 
a crib for a Baby You know 
iheep? Or rameji?** 

"Arc Ihcv like pigs?" asked 
Timothy. 

"Like pig*," MarGrrgor -mid- 
"Oniy more like ^hii." He 
drew a sheep and watched the 
old man's ryej when hr looked 
at it. "Never mind." hr -vaid. 
"T guru piitt will do. Th.ry 
are for Lavoni for ChriiUno* " 

The old man nodded- **I 
know this Christmas." he Hid 




"That is when the Govern- 
ment holds the aporti at 
Losn.a " 

Marlrregoi drew a rieep 
breath. "dhrisbnai is more 
than thai . Timothy he sa id. 
"*ChriitTT.M. is when everybody 
think-% of other people, IP m,Tk«- 
thfm happy. At Christmas the 
whitr man think* uf God, and 
ple3fl» Him by roaJtrng Uis 
childrm happy " 

I smind like a preacher, he 
thought. I have neve: thought 
these things before 

Timothy wii* Jroking up. 
smilihit "I have heard of 
these things, but not seen 
them," he said. "I will be 
glad to help. But Mr, Rich 
■rds will bring toys from Sam- 
ara?" 

"Not thi* Christmas. Tim- 
othy." MacGregor said "Hii 
boat bal broken down That's 
why t want vnu 10 make these 
thinf!(. And not you only. Tell 
the others what I want. Tell 
•hem thai I need toys for the 
children and that I will pay 
thrm well.'" 

"The tbv after tomorrow I 
will brinft them to Lamari/* the 
eouJ.ril.or promised. 

Once he had committed him- 
self" to give Lavoni thr pany. 
MacGregor weni about il en- 
thusiasticailv. La yon i had re- 
newed friend*hipi amonc the 
children of the village though 
in thr year the hnd bern f»one 
•he had almost forgotten the 
Boyowaa Unguagi?- of thr island: 
and most of the da*- shi* iprnt 
on the beach or in the water, 
and was never underfoot. 

MacGrrgor taw her only far 
meals, which he sometimes got 
himself, but oftcner left to the 
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hired buys Rirhards kept in the 
store. At night Layutii would 
look briefly at her books, which 
were lew; then go to bed to 
sht'p drran.lruly. MacGregw'i 
&lTectiu» for her grew with 
each meeting, and in thr two 
days of preparations she wu 
much in his thoughts. 

It was easy, without hex 
knowledge, to tun! a ihe-oak 
tree with the necessary sym- 
metry and the desired size, and 
to install it in a corner of the 
rtorc . con cealed by h u i lap 
ihrrrs and cartons of goods. 
Hr was also able to recruit a 
few of the village women to 
help bin. hy mailing airings of 
ihrll beads and raucous trum- 
pets mad e from the c oiled 
leaves of the coconut palms. 

They caught his enthuiuaam. 
and by Christmas Eve other 
\ ithii'i t-. to whom he had not 
spoken were bringing in gifts 
— a bcaui if ul lit tic outrigger 
canoe with mast and butterfly' 
wins sail T and tiny paddles Laid 
across the planking . There 
was a set of tops mad t from 
halved coconut shells daWeUed 
with wooden pegs, and a cord 
rorrying-bag of five rolors. 

Tnm-Thv and three men from 
Paladau came late am Christ- 
mas Eve with their carvings. 
The angel was a triumph, 
quccrly modern in design, with 
a long body and short, thick 
legs She had long almond eyes 
and a straight. unsmiling 
mouth. 

But she was nevertheless 
in-;mtifui. with an air of proud 
kindliness most suitable for an 
angel MacGregor handled thr 
carving for a long time, turn- 
ing it over and over. Then he 
looked at the other things, 
spread about him on the 
ground. 

"Ihere were at leatt twenty 
little pigs, each round and fat. 
and standing stor.kily on four 
absurd short legs. There wrre 
ihrec liitle fisruies of men- 
There was a short trough, 
shaped like a Phoenician galley 

-'Something for the baby.'"' 
Timothy said, MacGregor 
redemised it It was an anrirnt 
baby bath* just big enough to 
admit the fingers- or a mother's 
hand , holding just Enough 
warm water to clean a baby. 
It was the nnlv Trohriand 
article made for babies. Mac- 
Gregor set it down rarefully. 
And then he saw the thing 

It was a nig carving a foot 
long. It was cut from some 
golden timber, and it had a 
loupe body, six ihort .cgs, and 
a tail (hat was a dragon's tail, 
except thai it curved upward 
and bark, its frill of broad 
spines soaring like a banner, 
fliiri ifvined in two places to the 
thing's back. The neck bal- 
anced the tail, but rju-ricd an 
enormous head with two 
pointed ears, four -round eyes, 
and rows and rows of bared 
teeth, MarCrtftor picked it up. 
'What is it?" he asked. 

l4 Tt » a camel," said Timothy, 
and MarC«rreror put hack hut 
head and laughed. 

"I think it is ■ camel. T 
have never seen a camel,' 
Timothy added. He seemed 
afTroTiterl and MacGregor itop- 
ped laughing. 

"It is not quite a camel." 
he said tr But it is a very good 
tomethine. I am truly pleased 
with il " 

"Yes, if it a very good some- 
thing." Timothy said com- 
placently. 

MacGregor paid the men 
well in tobacco and goods from 
the store, and they left He 
looked at the angrl a long 
rune then he took hit paints 
and, with some com nil net ion at 
hiding the beautiful grain of 
thr wood, paintrd it in thr 
colon nf life Hr paimrd thr 
pigs. loo. and the liitle men 
who represented shepherds; 



and when that waj done fafl 
turned to the dccortiiion of the 
tree, tying in place the brilliant 
C rj mum g lobes of f nil Is an tl 
golden oranges, and all the 
colorful things he could think 
of. 

He could mil add the angel 
or the painted toys until the 
morning, when the colors would 
be dry. but even to it was long 
past midnight when he went to 
take a final look at the sleeping 
Layout on but way to bed. 

She was lying quietly, a 
little i-livc-*i.ijim ti "uall herself, 
with her dark hair spread 
about thr pillow, her thin 
little arms carelessly outside 
the siligle sheet thai covered 
her. In her sleep the looked 
a tittle-sad and a little lonelv, 
and he felt a great affection 
for the child. 

He took a long time to go 
to sleep hfmself. thinking not 
uf Lavoni hul of the Allison 
party. He was excited about 
iti .tod in a way disgusted 
with himself for being excited 
because he certainly condemned 
Mrs. Allison for her rejection 
of laayoni. 

It would have been easier for 
her to lie kind to the child 
who was, after all. the onlv 
person on the island alien to 
both the na rives and th e 
whites- At least on Christmas 
Dav she could have given hrr 
the companionship of the 
other English-speaking chil- 
dren, MacGregor felt. 

On the other hand, he felt 
the prospects of the Innstmni 
contact to be ejionnouslv im- 
porinnt Sir Gordon's was an 
acquaintance which Mac- 
Gregor could develop with, he 
felt, the happiest of results 
when hr returned to civilisation 
From tbe starting point of thr 
Doraima painting, which Mrs. 
Allison would certainly have in 
a place of prominence, he 
might even secure Sir Gordon 
as a kind of patron, and .hat. 
combined with his own ability, 
would be quite sufficient to 
ensure the success nf his whole 
career. 

So hss thoughts went on 
and on into the night, and it 
w-t S quite late when he awoke. 

" W here will you go th i t 
morning ? " he asked Lavoni ai 
breakfast, 

"Just swimnung, I think," 
she said, and he nodded. He 
would be able to find hri 
when he wanted her. So^ he 
said nothixu; about the Chrot- 
mas tree. Better to keep it 
really a surprise. In an hour 
or two it would he ready. 

It took even Less than thai 
to set the painted angel ai the 
top of the tree , to wrap in 
concealing leaves the painted 
pigs that should have been 
sheep and the funny- little men 
that should have been ihep>- 
berds. and the toys — the tops 
decorated now with hands of 
bright red and blue — and to 
arrange them all in their 
places. But when that was done 
Layoni and her village friends 
were nowhere to be seen. 

It would be a four-hour walk 
to the Allison place — maybe 
three hours if ite hurried — but 
MacGregor did not particularly 
worry about his time schedule 
A little later never mattered 
in the islands. The children 
would turn up by lunchtime. 
he could start their party ofT 
ftrttl still arrive at the Alltsans' 
in plenty of time. But it was 
early aftrrnoon when Latyoni 
appeared, and he was feeling 
aggrieved. 

"We've had a lovely day. 
Uncle Mac!" the cried. "We 
found a caw " 

"Well, go and find all the 
other kidi again, and quickly." 
he said. "Brine them here as 
fait at you ran." 

Be looked at hit watch as 
she ran off h wat one o'clock, 
lie pulled down ail the burlap 
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Potter and Moore present a rang 
of Rifts that will convey your ben 
Irishes and show your good taste. Beautifully 
packed, ready for presentation, these superb gift? 

will make you rcmcrnbered for alway 

4 Meat famous and loved nf all Talcum Powder — Pork- 
* and Moore Mitcham Lavender — in gift pack. 6/3 

Alto ntWium sir* 

2 Truly wonderful value. Three of Potter and Atoorr 
famous Mitcham Lavender toiletries . Toilet Soa 
Talcum Powder *nd Mitcham Lavender Perfume. 18/ V 

All-round gift for the well-groomed man. Potter a d 
Moore After-ihjve Lotion, rich-lather Shaving Creon. 
and Liquid Br i Hi art line. 13/6, 

A Sha«ng bowl deJune. A year's rich-lathering supi r 
" of Shaving Soap in sculptured plastic bowl. 8/a. 

J 

C A lovely trio — Mitcham Lavender Perfur c . 
Talcum Powder and Toilet Soap. DeligVilfi. , 
packed, 13/6. 

C A real man's gift. Refreshing After-shave Lotir >. 
" Shaving Cream and Men's Cologne. IS/ 4. 

y Refreshing, genlle . . Potter and Mo ■ * 
' Lavender Toilet Soap (three tablets). Pack ,.<J 
in a way thai makes you proud lo 
9/11 a box. 

A Super-fine Lavender Talcum Powder and cafetfr 
tng Mitcham Lavender Perfume. Beaulifully g Ft 
presented. 14/6. 

Super de-luxe Shaving Bowl — containing • 
12 months' supply- Plus Potter and Moore Lioi :: 
Brilliantine. 14/-. 

|A Ready for gill giving. Mitcham Lavender Liov d 
tsrillianTine, Men's Talc and super-lather Shavir g 
Stick. 14/11. 

\ J The latest Perfume Vogue — Aerosol Spray Pertu ne 
— a touch releases a fine mist of fragran e. 
Available in Mitcham Lavender, Apple F1<r*ef 
Fragrance, Gardenia or Lily of the Valley. 16/9. 



12 



Fragrant Mitcham Lavender, decoratively pack- d 
for Xmas giving. 5/6, 8/6, 14/6, 33/-. 



WONDERFUL .NOV El .Tit 

11 Figgrine oi ic«v«kater balancing on lave y 
Power and Moore MitcKam lavender or Gar- 
deni.1 Perfume With decorative gift box. 6 ' 

*A Clewflr . . , Drake's "Golden Hind" . . wi " 
a carDD oi fragrant Mrtcham ^vender 
£au de Cologne Perfume 6/3 

The Golden Eagle . - . combining Mttchaim Lav? 
der or Eau de Cologne Perfume, an unusual, and 
clever, way of wying "Happy Xmas", in Pon 
and Moore gift pack — of course. A/3, 

Unusual, bul tradilional, GoJden Lantern corir- 

t..ining Mrtcham Lavender or Eau de Cologrc 
Perfume in gfft carton 6/3. 

Pone* and Moore Mitcham Lavender or Eau 
Cologne i, the delightful fragrance in th'n cute 
little lamp 4/3. 



fell) 



mi 



LONDON AND MELBOURNE 
Prices Apply in Metropolitan Area 



TtiE Australian Women's Wemlt - December 25, 195- 



National Library of Australia 



http://nla.gov.au/nla.news-page4824364 



gifts that expr 





J " See opposite page for details and prices of these gifts from the wonderful Potter and Moore range. 
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IN EVERY WAY 
MODESS MASSLINN 
IS SO 




Modes*, with super-will Masslmn cover, offers you 
luxurious cumlorl at all times — softer, safer, mure 
assured comfort than over before. Possessing all 
the advantages of Modess with gauze cover, the 
full-length safely shield, extra absorbency and side 
strips inside the cover all help to make protection 
treWy sure. For those who 
prefer, there is still 
Modest with iiauzc 
cover. 




Modess 



MOOtH wiH, wpvt-wfi MAHLIHN MDOCM MOSWAl HAPVlin . . 

cpy*-. s MOOES* tH* * larger n«pfcin m*(t* 

GAUZE i. I I I ip*d«flf for thow who 3/3 

• And when rw tor Wixfrq for « MODESS RtLLT 
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YOUR SHOES NEED 



CREAM & SUEDE SHOE DRESSINGS 
So good for snoes 




Letters from our Readers 



WEEK'S BEST LETTER 

ALTHOUGH rc-iusing * trip irveneai can be educa- 
tional, I cannot but ltd sorry » few Anaraluuu 
bm their owb nmu j Gilt. Wc bear plenty of talks 
and nJearicwE based on overseas. It mure wen Rivm 
on our large rmtinejii, people aright be attracted to 
visit parti other tban die cities. People come here from 
overseas, thru go home and Rive talks on Australia. 1 
wonder what oar own tourists feel when they're asked 
details of our vast country and have lo admit having 
very Utile first-hand knowledge. We ban wonderful 
scenery and interesting people right round Australia. 
Let as know out country, talk abonl it, and encourage, 
others to go and see for themselves before wc tear off 
tlWMnti 

£1/1/- to Beatrice Brooke, Howrafa, Ta*. 




'pHE housing problem still remains one of our greatest 
worries and I would like to make a suggestion to the 
powers- lhat-be. Australia is a big and rich country, there is so 
much land to be cleared. Couldn't farms and homes be 
arranged, and let families work and pay the Government 
back? Owing to the terrific price of land, and heavy cash 
deposits, many people haven't a hope. Our Government mult 
have the power 10 no this — it is our youngsters' birthright, to 
be given a clean chance. 

10/fi to Juanita S. Count II, c/o Somerset P.O., Tas. 

JJECENTLY 1 asked a lad how he was progressing with his 
lessons and his answer set me thinking. "I have slipped 
back in class a couple of places," he totd me, "but I am study- 
ing hard. 1 don't worry because I think 1 have as much overall 
practical knowledge and commonsense as most." Not all the 
world's greatest people were, during childhood, "top ol the 
class." It's the attitude with which a child approaches lift* 
that matters, and not his place in class. 

10/6 to Mrs. F. Coleman, Gaomcri, Kingaroy Line, Qld. 

^*s7HAT is the average Australian's view on large families? 

Here in England, if arte has a number of kiddies, she is 
pitied, or else made to feel it is a crime. T have just had my 
seventh baby, and of course 1 wcrrk hard. But mine is a happy 
family and I wouldn't part with any a! them Maybe it is » 
struggle to make ends meet, but f feel I've good yean ahead 
when my family is growing up. 

10/6 to Mrs. Tiller, 39 Burma Road, Stoke Ne^risgton, 
London N.16. 

"TELEPHONE rentals and payment for calls could be made 
easier if the Telegraph Branch of thr Post Office issued 
to subscribers a folder along the lines of the former war- 
savings certificates, and allowed them to fill it up with 2/- and 
5/- stamps — the balance of the telephone bill to be paid in 
cash. It would be payment by instalments. 

10/6 to Mrs. A. M. Regelsen, 34 Wilkins Street, Newport, 
Vir. 



JUDGING by a recent article 1 read, the American Christ 
mas is beginning to .horrify even Americana. Here in 
Australia we are way behind in the tawdry display, but still 
show definite signs of trying in catch up in our own small 
way. The stores grow Increasingly vulgar And in mans 
Australian homes Christmas Eve U the greatest travesty of 
all. This Christmas, can't it be just a little bit different— 
with some of the real Christmas spirit shining through the 
tinsel make-believe? Let's trim the tree (he family way, with 
the littlest one doing the bottom branches and Dad tying the 
silver staT on top. Let's try to remember that there are only 
two good places to celebrate Christmas — the home and the 
church. 

10/6 to "Jay James" (name supplied I. Turramurr*, Ni.W. 



Bmt fashions unflattering 

J^E ladies millinery, I'm wholly in accord with P. W. A. 

Kelso (6/11^57). The new "profile" hats make a 
nose bigger, while the long-sloping-back types make a re- 
ceding chin disappear. The old toque was a real friend- 
either skittish or severe, befitting the occasion. 

10/6 to Mrs. P. O'Leary, 27 Spkcr Street, Woollahra. 
NJ5.W. 



Family affairs 

J SOLVED a problem recently that has been worrying 
me fm years. 1 always buy fruit by the case for eat- 
ing as well as cooking, but I could never stop the chil- 
dren from eating it wastefully — big cores with a lot of 
fruit left on lying round, and pcscbet&ftd taken to 
school for playfellows. Then I tut on this idea: I put 
two fruit bowls in their room and put enough fruit 
in cadi lor a week. If they wast to eat it all up in one 
day, that's up to them — but they don't. The cases are 
under lock and key, so everyone's happy. 

£1/1/- to Mrs. C. MackweH, "Climar," Campbell 
Town, Tas. 

• Karh family i« /need with problems thai maul bf 
* ■■mill aili. Mlariun. EnrA week me mitt any 

21,/ If- far the best letter letting ham ram. mired your 
family propleD*. 



THE few people who are in- 
terested in the matter think 
I am queer about Christmas 
cards. 

It goes back to a long time ago, 
when I went to England to make 
my fortune. 

(I didn't make it. and I came 
back again, I was a kind of Dick 
Whittington in reverse gear; but 
that is another story.) 

My first winter in London I was 
lonely. I waited anxiously for let- 
ters from friends at home, hut very 

few came. 

Then in December the postman 
started to bring bundles of mail, 

I opened each envelope with 
eager excitement. But disappoint- 
ment soon followed. 

There was no gossipy letter in- 
side — only a Christmas card. 

So I becirnr a hater of Christmas 
cards. I made a vow that 1 would 
never make people unhappy at thr 
season of goodwill by sending Christ- 
mas cards lo them. 

After I was married I told my 
wife about this attitude. 

.She said 1 was barmy and left it 
at that. 

But when people kept sending us 



WISHING ALL 
THE BEST 



Christmas cards she said wc ought 
to send some, too. 

"No," I repeatrd. "A Christmas 
card is only a disappointing substi- 
tute for a letter." 

"But these people don't want let- 
ters from vouT Thev nnlv want 




Christmas cards,'' she said. "You're 
really a bit of a Scrooge." 

"Me a Scrooge!" I cried. "Don't 
I get tears in my eyes when chil- 
dren sing carols? Didn't I give yrm 
a lovely wringer for a Christmas 
present?" 

Just the same, 1 was stung by the 
taunt. 



1 decided that perhaps it wuuld 
be better to start sending cards, like 
everyone else. 

The trouble was, they had got so 
complicated. 

Last year Pert- Potluck sent us a 
card with a photograph of himself 
on it, holding a fish be had caught. 

The Higgins' card — Opal Higgins 
takes painting lessons — featured a 
water-color study of their new 
garage. 

"Jumbo" Slatter, who is in the 
timber business, sent a card printed 
<m a piece of wood If he was a 
butcher 1 suppose he would have 
printed it on a piece of tripe. 

"It's no good," I told my wife. 
"I couldn't compete with these 
original Christmas aril. I haven't 
got the time or the talent." 

"Nonsense!" she replied. "Origin- 
ality doesn't matter at Christmas 
All that matters is goodwill." 

I am very keen on goodwill. So 
this year at last I overcame my 
scruples. I got some cards with tt» 
much holly on them as possible and 
wished people a Merrv Christmas 

And the same tn readers of THE 
AUSTRALIAN WOMEN'S 
WEEKLY — more particularly 
readers of this part of it. 
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DRESS SENSE it&a&fc 



men* 



# Here is a classically simple dress-jacket ensemble 
chosen for a career girl who makes her own clothes and 
dresses on a budget. Her letter and my reply are below. 



riE career girl wrote as 
follows: 
"Would yon please design 
a cool frock with a link 
jacket suitable to weai to 
the office, and idter the 
office to a show. I make 107 
on elothes — 1 have In as I 
stick to a budget and couldn't 
manage all rny comnHUnenii 
otherwise. My sin is J4in. 
bust. Please answer as auiekfv 
■»» posFiUe," 

flie ensemble I have chosen 
■ illustrated at right and be- 
low, with and without its 
jacket I feel sure it is just 
type of ensemble you are 
looking for, and hope you 
think so, too. The sleeveless 
dress is made in cotton print, 
the scoop neckline And tab 
rrim arc in contrasting color 
to match die solid-color jacket 
The latter is trimmed with 
the dn-jj material. 

A paper pattern fot the de- 
sign is obtainable in sites 32 
to 38in. bust. Near the illustra- 
tions are further details and 
how 10 order. 

"WHAT style of outfit— 



would yon recommend for a 
summer nUysah? I have very 
thin thighs and would Eke 
this figure fault disguised," 

I suggest a tivo-piecer con- 
sisting of a one-piece garment 
with puffy romper trouser- 
legs and a matching front- 
buttoned skirt. The bloomer 
legs will disguise your too- 
thin thighs. 

"\ WANT same fashion ad- 
vice for next season. I 
am being married and want 
to include two coats in the 
clothes I am baying. One is 
to wear to shows is town at 
night, visiting friends, etc 
The other is for hard wear in 
(be daytime. I am slim, 24, 
and tike ultra-smart clothes." 

To go along with autumn's 
new way of chemise dressing, 
I suggest (for late day and 
later) a single-breasted reefer 
Of velvety black wool. Pave 
it straight nil, beltlewt. and 



Beauty In brief : 



single-breasted, its silhouette 
more wide than narrow. For 
the day coat I suggest one in 
the new Lhree-cjuartjer length, 
made in a hairy tweed. For 
the latter it would be quite 
a smart and practical idea to 
have a matching skirt. The 
garments could be worn to- 
gether or separate. 

"BEING both stout and tall 
1 would Eke some hints 
about the most lieuraiiug 
types of ciothr* to choose" 

You wiQ need to wear 
clothes that make you look 
shatter and summer. These 
points will help: 

• The most slimming skirt is 
a gored one. 

• Set- in sleeves help slenderise 
the arms. 

• A slightly bloused waistline 
gives needed softness. 

■ When a belt is worn, be 
sure it is narrow. 

• A skin line that fits easily 
over the hiplinc and Is a little 
longer than the currently popu- 
lar I5jin. from the ground will 
help give a slender silhouette. 

• A V neckline makes a short, 
thick neck more swan-like. 

1 HAVE a locsf-Btting col- 
tarless cardigaa jacket in 
while rayon, with three-quarter 
sleeves and two patch pockets. 
My problem is some sort of 
contrail for the trimming. I 
don't like vivid shades." 

1 suggest bands of 1 in. -wide 
grey linen as binding for the 
jacket sleeves and pocket 
edges. 

"^rOULD you please suggest 
something very smart 
and suitable lor late-day to 
make up some pale grey bro- 
cade- 1 like tailored styles 
bat." 

You could not have anything 
newer or smarter for late-day 
than a two-piece dress or one 
that gives the illusion of a 
two-piece. Furthermore, a de- 
sign in (his category would 
look very attractive in bro- 
cade. Example? A hip-length, 
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short-sleeved top finished with 
a high-in-fronl neckline and a. 
draped low-cut line at I he 
hack. The drape gives the 
effect of blousing. ' The skirt 
is slim and narrow. 

"WOULD you please design 
me a baby-doll sleeping 
suit for my trousseau. I want 
the style to be very femmme/' 
A top made of tier upon 
tier of lin.-wide lace edging 
would be a firefly and feminine 
idea for a baby doll. The top 



will need an unrierlayer of 
silk or nylon. Have the top 
made sleeveless and the neck- 
line square-cut back and front. 
The accompanying panties 
could be made in the same 
material as the underlayer. 
and finished around each Leg 
with a trim of matching lace. 

"[ HAVE made a grey net 
ballerina, and as I want 
to finish the war-aline with a 
sash I would like year ad- 



u prefer 



DS277. — One-piece llmrloi ln*m (Mam,) mil), 
flmrrd dart an<t mut-lesrfrh jorsVet (abopr) 
Sivt 32 tit Mia. hut. ftrqutm OtcJi, 36in material and 
1 1yd», 36in. amtml. Prire 4/9. Pattern! may fie 
obtained /ram Ben* Keep. Box UHtg. GJ'.O.. Sydney, 



PICK UP YOUR FOOT HABITS 

fly CAROLYN FA RLE 

9 Did you know ihjit ireti astringent, applied generously 
to the feel with a wad of cotton-wool, is a wonderful pick-up 

for 1 hem? 



Maroon velvet ribbon tied 
at the side and falling m long 
streamers to the hemline 
would be pretty with grey 
net. 

"J* LEASE advise me on the 
correct costume jewel- 
lery (o wear with a formal 
evening frock. I Eke colored 



|T'S well worth making use of this 
cool hint, especially now when 
Christmas shoppers often have 10 think 
more of iheir aching feet than about 
completing their purchase*. 

Long periods of walking or stand- 
ing can be Irving even for people who 
study their feet. 

Bui one way to rul down on foot 
aches is (o place (he heel of nne foot 
against ihr arch of (he oiher. Occa- 



sionally shift thf? position. In this way 
the heel supports the arch. 

The hot-and-culd plunge is hard to 
beat lor relieving tired rot*. Another 
good idea 1* 10 bathe ihem in warm 
water to which has been added a spoon- 
ful of alum or bkarbonatr of soda. 

And when you find yourself saying 
to liiends. 'My feet are killing me — I 
didn't have a chance to sit down all 
Hay." it's high lime to go into (hat feet- 
highrr-thau-lhe-head routine. 
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Jewels confined to evening 
wear include dangling earrings 
and elaborate tiered necklaces 
often mairhed with a bulky 
hToorh. Green is coming into 
fnsh'on in opaque and clear 
stones, generally combined 
with crystals or white beads. 

"WOULD yoa please tell 
me the most popular 
shades in floral prints?" 

All shades of yellow, rosy 
red, pink, brown, and beige 
are (he outstanding colors 
featured in (his year's prints. 
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will want to be seen 
in the glamorous light 
of a Mazda 



LAMP 



This n*w lamp gives o soft 
wanii light — il soft em shadows 
und flanefs (ornpluiwis ond 
fonwshimp. II can be 
thoroughly recommended tor 
im in ifit lounge, 
bedroom or naH at 
horft*. in some snaps, 
stores, hat*b, 
cock tod ban, 
etc 




Continuing 



Christmas On The Island 



burrirn and (he pile of crates, 
and rrvraled the Chrutnuu 
i" ■ Even iii his iinpoliracc 
he wji pleasrd with the result. 
The tree was beautiful, its 
branches gracious urutrr the 
brilliant offerings, and from the 
topmost twig the angel, proud 
and lovely. looked indeed as 
though she offered her bene- 
diction. 

When the little girl 
again (a the doorway of the 
store, ib* just ttood still 
stared. Behind her a thruriR 
of brown children pushed their 
way m, until they, loo, could 
sec the tree and the angd. 

"Merry Christmas, Layoni." 
greeted MacGrrgor She dirfn'i 
hear him until hr had said it 
twice more Then she ran, not 
to thi- tree but to him, clutch- 
ing bis legs and looking up at 
his face: and he felt the strung, 
unjtlfuh love of a man far a 
t hihl welling up in him, almost 
choking hrm It was new in 
ha rarrjerience, and it took him 
by the throat and left him 



."Thank you, thank you, 
thank your* ibr cried. 

"Just fur you," he smiled. 
"Ymi and your friends. It'i 
all yours.** 

She walked dmvly over to 
thr tree, pirkim* her way dain- 
tily, and there was that in her 
ryes that dimmed the radiance 
of the angel enthron'-d (hen* 
It wa. a look of beauty, of 
compete ^duration, reflecting 
'he kind of sheer happiness that 
can bring tears. MacGregor 
watched her for long minutes, 
be ait there watching while 
Abe called the others; he sal 
on and on. 

And suddenly it was urgent 
chat he should keep forever the 
memory of that look and that 
happiness: and aln^i uncon- 
sciously he reached for hit 
sketch pad. 

Working swiftly, he cap- 
tured the moment. Quickly he 
made sketch after skcleh — 
ihe face, the uplifted eye, a 
hand outstretched - - not 
rnldly and clinically but in a 
ithiu n t in g fever of excitement 



that wii somehow intertwined 
with hi* other eimriiona. 

Suddcnly she was lifting up 
the animal that Timothy bad 
carved — the six-legged motv 
iter with a dragon's taiL 

"What is it?" she asked 

"It's wrucdiing,^ he told 
in j " Timothy said it's ;* 
camel," She dissolved into 
laughter. 

Kftim ibere il went on u a 
children's party docs, except 
that the creator of the pany 
sal there amongst them, his 
pencil U v » ng, stabilising and 
holding forever thr moments m 
which a fat brown baby sai 
in ecstasy, fingering a spotty 
painted pig; or the whirl of 
movement with which a lucky 
lad raced to thr water with ■ 
toy canor. 

And when, at Im Mac 
Grrgor retrieved ihe angel 
from the top of thr tree and 

The calmest husbands 
make tfce stormiest 



— Isaac ffhiaefL 



Layoni took it and sat with A 
in her arm*, with her face 
moulded into a purr miunonv 
of love and happiness, he sat 
and drew that, too; his lines 
*>wifily conspiring to produce, 
not merely Ihe features, the 
black hair, the liquid hrOwA 
eyes, hut the configuration of 
love itself — of love and happi- 
ness nnd the true recipient spirit 
of Christmas . 

Whe n he had fin isaed he 
rrvdiscd that the afternoon wad 
^ut^r, rhat the sun was sinking, 
and that the Allisons would 
this day see. neithrr himself nor 
the portrait of Doraima. There 
was no limp for him to go, 
and no excuse. Ifr could nrvrr 
explain audi a late arrival 

Instead he stayed with I ay- 
oni. and. when the village chil- 
dren went, read lo her a little 
while, and watched her sleep 
at last, the paintrd wooden 
angel clutched in her arms. 

He realised he had probably 



from page 24 

rrtade an enemy of the Afh- 
50 us the explanation that 
he had failrd to arrive so that 
iir . mm Id give a Christnias 
party to Layoni would certainly 
not be acceptable to the woman 
who had refused |u invite the 
little girl herself, lite Allisons 
didn't matter, but he regretted 
the kwt upportunity of meeting 
In natrons. 

Thr day after Christmas was 
like any day after Christmas, 
MacGregor thought moodily M 
he cleared away the tree and 
the debris of chitdrcn's play. 
Ffe wnrk'-d i-owEy. ab - orlW in 
bis thoughtv and was surprised 
by a stranger at the door, a 
tall grey nun, a little red in 
ihr fare from walking* dressed 
in correct tropica] whiles and 
r.arryi ng an ebony stick. The 
stranger held mil his hand 

"My name's Jnnslrom,*' he 
said. " Yoi 1 're MacG regor. f 
heard some talk about you last 
night, and I wanted to see for 
myself how an artist would 
treat all this magnificent 
naalcTiaL" 

MitcGregoT could hardly be- 
lieve his luck. They talked lor 
a while, and he brought out 
his paintings; some of the 
lesser ones first. But as Sir 
Gordon looked at palming after 
painting MacGregor's spirits 
sank. I "hr visitor was politely 
appreciative, no marc When 
at las I the Doraima port fait 
itood against the wall, Mnr- 
Grrgor knew with certainty 
that his work harlfTt passed the 
teats of this man's enYfojan. 

"Interesting " said Sir Gor- 
don, fingering a Riey maus- 
larhe. "A really interesting 
solution, and T can ser the 
.problems you're up against 
here.'* 

MacGregor made tea. and 
managed with difficulty to 
keep up a conversation. What- 
ever it was the mimooaire had 
fomr hoping to see, he had 
not found it, ami the artist 
reacted with disappointment al- 
most to the point of despair. 

But. as hr turned to .fifo, Sir 
Gordon idly picked up th e 



sketch pad with ihe drawn. n 
of ihr children at the par y. 
Carefully he wenl throng 
them, page alter page; th - - L . 
with the pad, seated hitm-if 
at thr table. 

**Now these ?** he sakcl 
"You'll be working on thev * 
They're quite frernl ?" 

Yesterday's," s;*id M,i 
Gregor. He laughed. "ThcyY- 
thr reavin 1 didn't meet v< . 
at the Allisons 1 ." 

""Otn-ifiLi^lv " said Sir Goj 
tUm t "you found •mrrsrlhit 
better to do." He pointed I 
thr Doraimn portrait agams 
the wall. "You see ihr dii 
ference ? Thai one's eood - 
good technique, good bala ni:c 
a fine subject but it's mid 
It larks fTr.ntion. You frit 
nothing. You had nothing In 
feat" 

He took up the drawings 
a earn ■ — "These are different. 
They have feeling. They are 
alive. Here your hands were 
directed throuch eyes altered 
by your own emotions. You 
were emotional! v mvoerrd. tom 
see. You are forever invoNTtl 
A nd T think you will never 
he the same as you were be- 
fore." 

He reached i n his pocket and 
found a card- "I rrrust go 
young man. I'm glad f came 
Td tike to see more of your 
work. Your later work. Loot, 
me up whm you come to Syd 
ney,™ 

MacGregor walked with him 
to thr Fishermen's Rock at the 
top of the hrfl. He had a feel 
ing he might never see* Sir Got 
don again* for suddenly he 
knew with certainty that he 
didn't need him. Whrrt he re- 
lumeeL Layoni eamr rticim: 
frnm the beach and threw her- 
self into his arms The wnoder 
angel hit htm on the head, 
but he didn T l care. 

"Thank you! Thank you. 
Uncle IfacP* cried Layoni. 
"Thank yuu for the party!" 

"Thank yuu, little girl," hr 
sa id. "Thank yuu for every- 
thing," She didn't understand 
hrm, hut he didn't bother to 
explain, 

(CopTrighr) 





Met nW M wwf. Mo taut thtut-stiming ontiseatics that mafct 
childre n resist first Did. 



Mother. . . stop hurting your child . . . 

"with oM -fashioned, harsh antiseptics! 

No more worry about stinging liquids that bring pain and fear to 
children, because JOHNSON'S new FIRST AID CREAM is here 
. the new cream antiseptic that just can't smart or sting. 
Creaseless, stainless and fully antiseptic, it fights infection and 
relieves pain while it speeds healing. Check these special features. 
They mean soothing comfort, quicker healing for the children — 
for ALL the family 



M the at* wet. Geittii JOHNSONS new FIRST AID CREAM 
doesn't sltsg, speeds h»lh»9. 




Won't sting — won'! irritate Hisue, Spuds htnfing Fights inhKtiu. 
V> RtKfvH pom quickly, ij* Slointess, grwsstMs. |^ Pwwtrmes men dMph/. 
1^ ProtKls Icmgtr. 



For cuts, burns, abrasions. No other 
antiseptic is so effective, yet so safe! 



Going on holidays? Pock 
a lube of lohmao't FIRST 
AID CREAM in your ov H - 
niohl borj. Keep on* m thr 
ojove boi of yovr cor. 
Vou'll bt Ttody iar ony 
snrall fwigmtiev. 




A PSOPUCT OF JOHNSON «t JOHNSON PTY. LTD 
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FOR TEEffJlGERS 



Here's your answer 

By LOUISE HUNTER 

• Christmas lime brings it* problems. No matter tow nice a season 
is in essence, human beings go on living and don't change any oC 
their base habits just because everyone is supposed to be festive. 

H 



ERE'S this week's crop 
of troubles. 



**I be b» fotirth year at 
school and am deeply in 
love with a girl whom I alien 
m an the train each morn- 
ing. However, I have made a 
n-puuiion as a Dirt and wag, 
and 1 fear she may have 
heard about it. I am very 
friendly with her older sister, 
and have met the girl at name 
of her parlies. When I nee her 
in the morning, t smile or 
wink, but only rarely does she 
reply. She is said to be very 
intelligent, and as I am the 
sporting type it may be (hat 
the desires a more intellectual 
boy-friend. Can you suggest 
anything?" 

Kelvin, J, NAW, 

It's up to you to do some- 
thing about this situation, 
apart from smiling and wink- 
ing your greetings. She prob- 
ably does not often acknow- 
ledge your greeting because it 
never goes any further. And 
she may also feel that, as you 
are such a friend of her sis- 
ter's, you are taboo. 

Bin 1 think you should talk 
to her. Wait for her on the 
train and escort her to school, 
and when you know she en- 
joys your company (and 
you'd find that out quickly 
enough), ask her to go to the 
beach with you, or, if you can 
afford it, to the pictures. 

As for your reputation — 
yon seem to enjoy it. II you 
want to grt nn with someone 
who doesn't like flirting or 
waggishncss, you can always 
give it np. Somehow I have 
a feeling (hat it is a role v-ou 
assttme, not a natural one. 

"\yOULD yon kindly help 
me? I am 19, and for 
the past two years have been 
keeping company with a boy 
of 21. I now find that I am 
pregnant and was wondering 
if yon could tell me ol any 
place in Sydney where I could 
go, as il is impossible for us 
(o marry/' 

"Worried," N.S.W. 

You should call and see the 
Almoner, the Women's Hos- 
pital. Crown Street, immedi- 
ately. You can telephone for 
an appointment (FA0477) if 

a g ft A/ A A A ■ A a A 




A. iron/ /ram 
ifo'bbiv ... 



• QhristOlM time is twice as nice if you've got your 
clothes organised— button* sewn on tight, dresses 
pressed, peitis starched. Don't leave it any longer 
Or you wuu't get all the fun you should out of this 
lovely season, with all its gaiety, nonsense, and 
romance. 

The best Christmas gift of all for your parents— 
an extra bonus present- is to keep your part of the 
house lidy and. il von have your friends in, organise 
their food and entertainment yourself without worry- 
ing I he grown-ups. 

Just a final word— how are your bearh things? Is 
the zipper of your swimsuit wurkiug well. If it's not, 
close it up and get a thick black pencil and rub it 
up and down the closed mesh. Do you need a new 
cap? Don't forget the suntan oil, and if you wear 
nail-polish on your rosy toes, don'l ftirgrt to bave it 
matrhing that on your fingernails. 

And if you've got a pony tail, remember it looks 
wonderful tied np (or the occasion in special Christ- 
mas ribbon. 



J I may seem like a tail order 
to try to name the finest 
record ever made, yet never- 
theless all indications seem to 
point to the coupling of 
Haydn's Trio in G Major with 
Schubert's Trio in B Flat 
Major. And the indications 
are strong, because I have 
been watching reviews of this 
record (COLH.I2) in many 
English and American maga- 
zines and music business 
papers. Critics everywhere 
are unanimous that il it at 
least among the lop dozen 
discs yet made. 

The astonishing thing about 
this LP is that it was origin- 
ally made as two 78 r.p.m. 
sets way back in July, 1926. 
Both works are played by 



you live in Sydney or wrile to 
her if you are in the country. 

She will see you imon-di- 
ateiy acid help you with your 
worries, help you to find iight 
work, a place to live, arrange 
for expert pre-uatal care and 
the birth of your haby, advise 
yttu financially, and make the 
necessary arrangements after 
your baby's birth. 

'fOR quite a while now we 
have been wondering 
what we should do if a boy 
winks al us. Several boys 
have winked at us, hut we 
have never known what to do. 
Could vou please (ell us what 
to do?" 

"Wondering," N.S.W. 

A wink was once regarded 
as the height of fresh or for- 
ward behaviour, to be brushed 
aside with a toss oF the head. 
These days i( seems to have 
become quite an acrrptable 
form of greeting, matching the 
informal "Hi!" 

What a wink actually is 
is a signal that means the 
winker likes you, and would 
like to know you better. De- 
pending on its character, it 
ran imply nearly any thine; you 
want it to. 

If ymi like the boys who 

DISC DIGEST 

those supreme artists Alfred 
Cortot (piano), Jacques Thi- 
baud (violin), and Pablo 
Casals ['cello). It is unlikely, 
possibly for many, many years 
to come, that such great talent 
will again be lound on rec- 
ord. As Cortot lells us in the 
informative booklei which 
accompanies this disc, the 
three men were strong personal 
friends and they played to- 
gether purely for their own 
pleasure. I think that ex- 
plains why their ' recordings 
have never been surpassed. 

It is perhaps unfortunate 
that this Invely rrrnrd will 
appeal to the comparative few 
who enjoy chamber music, 
which is recognised as (he 
purest form of the art. Serious 



wink al you, you could answer 
(hem with a smile that is 
simply an acknowledgment of 
the greeting. If you don't like 
them, ignore both the boys 
and the wink. 

"(XHJLD you ( C D me what 
are the necessary quali- 
fications to become a chil- 
dren's hostess on a big ocean 
liner? At present I'm a school- 
teacher." 

"Inquirer,'' Vic, 

I'm sorry, bu( a job on an 
overseas liner seems to he next 
to impossible for an Australian 
girl. The trouble is that all 
crew is recruited in the brane 
port of the company concerned 
and there is great competition 
for what jobs there are. 

Actually, I don't even know 
what the qualifications arr, 
but as a schoolteacher you cer- 
tainly should have a good start. 
Having discouraged you 
thoroughly, I must say I 
wouldn't give up altogether. 
Why not write to the two big 
shipping lines in London and 
ask their advice? 

P. 4 O. Line, 122 Leaden- 
hall S(,; Orient Line, Ander- 
son, Green ft Co., 9 Billiier 
Square, 

**■»■» ****** ********* 

collectors and connoisseurs 
will snap it up greedily, yet if 
anyone who already likes 
classical symphonies or con- 
certos takes the trouble to 
listen to a trio or a quartet he 
will in most rases become a 
convert to chamber music 
This record would make a per- 
fect inirnduciiun, as both 
works are gems o( melody and 
invention. 

You'd never guess thai it 
was made so long ago, hecause 
in transfer to LP the engin- 
eers have done such skilful 
doctoring. In fact, (he record 
won a Grand Prix du Dis/tue 
for 1957, Ihe highest recog- 
nition for ail-round excellence 
in Ihr record world. 

—BERNARD Pl.KTCHER, 



Continuing . . . 

too much to ask why we send 
a (Jhrislruas card lu the car- 
pen trr ?" 

"Well, we've been exchang- 
ing cards^ for years." said Joan 
pleasantly. "Don't you remem- 
ber that Mr Grady left one 
of his tools behind him whrti 
he finished the bookshelves- 1 
don't know ju-M what kind ol 
tout it was— a screwdriver, 
maybe! Maybe a hammer." 

In a somewhat strained 
voice, George said that thr 
identity of (he loot was not 
ucrnlane to the discussion. 

"No, it isn't, is it?" said 
Joan. "Well, anyway, I 
dropped him a note to let him 
know we had his tool, and it 
was just before ( Hie iMniu*. so 
I thought we should wish them 
a merry Christmas, and it 
seemed nicer somehow to UK a 
Christinas card And then, aftei 
hi- ramr and gut the tool, they 
sent us ft card to thank us for 
letting them know about it 
and wish both of us a merry 
Chrisltn. is I thought il was 
very friendly of them." 

"And year afteT year into 
Eternity wr have lo po on send- 
ing Chrittmas cards to the 
I ■ titdy s r* said George incredu- 
lously. "They've even moved 
out of town." 

"Well. 1 wouldn't have nor- 
mally, darling, but they sent us 
a card the next Christmas and 
told he their son had finished 
his basic training and was com- 
ing home for the holidays, so, 
of coursr, we sent a card to say 
how pleased we were- " 

"Arrh," said CJeorge. 

"Weren't you pleased?" said 
Joan. "Vou just (old me the 
Christmas season was a time 
for goodwill." 

George leaned his head on 
his hand "Joan, dear, natu- 
rally-, it was thr happiest mo- 
mcnl of my life when Grady, 
junior — whom 1 would noi 
know Irom Adam —finished his 
hasir training. It was the hour 
for which I had waited all my 
life No?" said George in a 
sort of suppressed scream. "I 
do not care about Master 
Grady. He can be a major- 
general, and 1 still don't care." 

"He's a technical sergeant." 
■aid Joan placidly, "and I think 
it's very nice. He's engaged, 
too. Mrs. Grady said so on 
last year's Christmas card I 
rxpeel they're married by now." 

"We can send n Christmas 
card to the grandkiddies," said 
George with considerable bit- 
terness. He looked at the C. 
page again, and even he could 
sec that the Gradys were set in 
everlasting granite Muttering 
to himself, he moved into the 
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M's- '" 'Mclniyre, Mrs. Oliver.' 
Never heard of hrr." 

"Oh. sweetie ? She was your 
mother's old cook." 

"Mclntyre? She was not. 
Our cook was Norwegian, and 
hei name was Paulsen." He 
smacked his fist down on thr 
desk, and injured himseli. but 
would not be sidetracked. 

•There you are, Joan. That's 
just the sort of thing I mran. 
Here you've been sending a 
card all these years to some 
outlandish character named 
Mclntyre because you thought 
she was Mrs. Paulsen. High 
time this list got checked." 

"She married again," said 
Joan calmly. 

"She did not do anything 
of the sort; she never — oh," 
said trtwrce. Then after a 
moment he said lamely. t, So 
she did. Married a man 
named Mclntyre. Well. well. 
Well, well, well." Whistling to 
himself in a nonchalant man- 
ner, he got out of the M's as 
gracefully as possible and shel- 
tered in the NV ""Neilson'," 
he said busily. " "Norman, 
Newromb " 

"Maybe we should take thr 
Newcomhs off," Joan suggested. 
"He's not with your firm any 
more." 

George looked at his wife, 
shocked and hurt by her cal- 
lousness. "My dear child, I 
wouldn't dream of taking old 
Bob Ncwcomb oil our Christ- 
mas list. You have ahtolutrly 
iw sense of fitness. Joan. After 
what Bob Newromb and I 
went through together in that 
Rogers deal, the least I can 
do at Christmastime is to send 
him my good wishes. My brit 
wishes, in fact. Really, Joan, 
there are times when I don't 
understand you at all." 

"No," said Joan meekly. "I 
suppose not" 

"Wc send a card to Bailey, 
af course?" 

"Bailey?" said Joan 

"Frederick Bailey the fellow 
whn took Bob Ncwcomh'l 
place" 

"Vou never told me to send 
him a card," said Joan. 

"Them, not him. He has a 
wife. Yog have to include the 
wile in greetings, dear," he 
said instructively. "It's only 
polite. Mr. and Mrs. Frederick 
Bailey, somewhere on Blakr 
Avenue. I'll (ret die address for 
vou. Nire chap. Bailey, but 
rather stupid." He reached over 
and took her pen. "Here. I'll 
write them in." 

"George — " said Joan 

He already hnd pen in hand. 
"Very little room under the 



BV he announced crisply, 
after a brief survey. "I'll put 
the Baileys at the bottom of the 
A's. 'Anderson, Adams, Akers.' 
Where's Pete? We certainly send 
a Christmas card lo Pete Ar- 
nold, don't we ?" 

Joan laced her fingers to- 
gether and supported her chin 
on (hem. (he bedel to gaze 
at her husband. "Arnold?" she 
said gently. 

"Sure. Pele. Our elevHtor 
operator at the plan(. Good 
heavens, dear, Pete's been 
there three, no, four years now. 
Always has a Christmas wreath 
in the elevator and a cheer- 
ful word for everybody- We 
certainty ought to send him 
a Christmas card, darling. It's 
most unfriendly not to." 

"Is there," said Joan ten- 
derly, "a Mrs -Arnold?" 

"No, Pete never married." 
He wrote "Arnold, Peter" on 
the list with afTeriiunatc zeal 
and nulled at Joan in the 
same spirit. "Pat a nice friendly 
Urde thought on the card, won't 
you? Something warm and 
Christmasy. Vou know what I 



"Yes, dear, 1 know just 
what you mean," said Joan, 
and gazed in meditation at hrr 
list. 

Her husband glanced at bis 
watch and whirded mildly. 
"Getting Lstr." He got lo his 
feet, stretching. "Well, there 
you are," he said cheerfully. 
"That wasn't much of a job 
now, was it? Rather pleasant 
actually — remembering old 
friends. Of course, that's 
what Christmas is for," 

Full of -contentment and 
yuletide spirit, he went hack 
to his armchair and newspaper 
and was halfway through a 
headline before he was struck 
by another useful thought. 
"You know. Joan." he said, 
"il termt to me it's a mistake 
for you to take the Harrisons 
off thai list. Tt would be too 
bad to hurt their feelings- Es- 
pecially," said Georne judi- 
ciously, "at Christmastime." 

He gazed at her affection 
ately over the lop of his news- 
paper. She seemed rather 
thoughtful, and bring a sen- 
sitive man he understood why 
Chriittua* lists righdy belonced 
in the wife's domain, and it 
might well be that the resented 
a little the efficiency with 
which he had taken charge. 

Stifl, when things got out 
of control, someone had to 
take a firm stand. This year, 
for instance he itiuit really 
buy ihe Chrisonas Ire* him- 
self, instead of leaving it to 
Joan. Last year's tree, like last 
year's Christmas-card list, had 
been far loo large. 
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CHUCKLERS' ANNUAL . . . Order Coupon 



Save vsaxrsetf time and money! Give the 
children the book (hey all want — the Aus- 
tralian Quick! ess' Annual, out for the first time 
this year! 

Only 12/- a copy (plus If- postage I , ChoeL- 
lers' Annual is the greatest Australian chil- 
dren's annual ever offered. 

There's every type of story (ram school 



mysteries to space adventures, including as 
Fjiid Blyton Mystery—with Fatty and the Find- 
Ou tcrv — especially written lor ihe book. 

Just fin in (his coupon and send with vunr 
remittance to Box 5252, G.P.O., Sydney. 
Cbuckkn" Annual is also on sale in The Aus- 
tralian Women's Weekly offices in each State. 
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CHUCKLERS' BOOK 
OFFER 

5 Box 5252, OJ.O, Sydney, N-S.W. 
3 
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• copies oj 

CHUCKLERS' ANNUAL 
; I enclose 12/- per copy (cheque postal 
; note) plus 1/- postage, 
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GREEMSEAS 




FANCY LIGHT MEAT FOR HOT SERVES, ETC. 

From tin to plate, serve GrHnseas Fancy light Mont Tuno 
bf crisp salads . . or it. prepare lasty hoi dishes. 





SHREDDED FOR SANDWICHES, SAVOURIES 

Make snappy sandwiches and pony savouries with Greenseos 
Shredded Tutto. It's nody-lo-use . finely shredded. 
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GREENSFAS 

tuna 



.^n* FOR THE NEW GREENSEAS LABELS 
LOOK rOK inc „ T . j tl0v 
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A NEW TASTE THRILL 

t/ou can serve (ji dozens 

of appetizing ways / 

One taste makes you want more Greenseas Tuna. It's 
delicious! Top Favourite in America and the Continent, 
Tuna is now caught in the deep Pacific off the coast of 
N.S.W. and canned by Greenseas in flavour-retaining 
salad oil. Serve it in crisp salads, tasty hot dishes, 
snappy sandwiches and savouries . . Greenseas Tuna 
is all goodness! Try some to-day! It's delicious! 

LUXURY AT I BUDGET PRICE RICH IN NUTRITIONAL VALUE 

In o trap, loiij solid, freemen Tuno cosls food tests prove Tuno is one af noluie's most 

less Aon . ,h,ll.na cm overage m TWs nutritious loads. Greenseos Tuno contains 

economy! And f« paloie-plecsina hot dishes - *Me> A, D, ond the vital ...out to promote 

casseroles, pies, etc one 7or ,in of Green. neolil. and growth 0 , -.11 os Wi« lor the 

seas Tunc mokes o lonnry siied meal. Fot teeth, pknplw* , 0 build „ rmB oonts 0 „ d 

economy, nutniwi. ond lusie-ihnlling Rovour- mmd, fa, fa Ain _ F „ health's sol. loo - 

•eua seentr hove Tom -the new fish rfelicocy. you'd sooner hove Tumi 

k I 1 

| Green's Products Limited. ' 
■V 28 Cadogan Street, 
ffir Mflrrictville, N.S.W. 

P/eose tend me a Gr*enseos Tana free Recipe Folder * 
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Worth Reporting 




"l i wmt an ttottrsl mi*- 
lake* I thought he wan one 
of yomr r r lmti f r * .** 



AUSTRALIAN girl, 
might well be the 
prettiest, most suntanned, 
most feted beach girls in 
the world, but when it 
tunics la equality of the 
sexes they're being beaten 
flat by a snail group of 
Bngfoh girls whose "sun- 
tans'" probably come out of 
a hemic. 

On 3 stretch of (lie wild 
Cornish coast is the little beach 
resort of bude, billed as 
"Britain's Bondi." There, 
WCterf the water temperature 
on a "hot" day never risen 
thove 62 degrees, ii one of 
Britain's six Surf Life-Saving 
Associations in which thr girls 
get equal rating with the boys. 

It took, a bunch of brim zed 
Australian sort men to con- 
vince the English they had 
some good surfing beaches, 

"Now thcrr are six British 
Surf Life-Saving Associations, 
and another at Jersey, in the 
Channel Islands," said '.if> 
yeat-old Ckilin Hendy. former 
Mirf-belt champion and captain 
of the Norih Handi surf team, 
back homi! after four year* in 
England. Hr has a new tide, 
president of the S.L-S.A. of 
Great Britain. 

Mr. Hendy discovered that 
Britaini lirsi surf club had 
hcen formed in Cornwall by 
Allan Kennedy, a former State 
superintendent of the Queens- 
land S.L.S.A- 

"I sent several keen Aus- 
tralian surfers hot-fuocnig it 
down to Bude, where they 
helped teach Australian 
mh'iIkkK of surfing and life- 
saving 

"Girls have full membership 
rights in the clubs. Thev man 
the reel, do resuscitation and 
beach patrols." he said. 

'Two other attractions of 
British surfing arc no sharks 
and no beach inspectors. In 
fart, bikinis are having a held 
day." 

Fire generation* of 
one man's family 

JJEMEMBER the pan of 
the marriage service 
whirh says. "May they both 
sec their children's children 
even unto the third and fourth 
generation"? 

One happy couple who have 
done this are Mr and Mr*. 
Maurice French, of Banks- 
town. N.S.W_ who were sur- 
rounded by four generations 
of their family when they cele- 
brated their fiOth wedding 
anniversary recently. 

line were their own chil- 
dtrn, their children's children, 
(heir children's children s chil- 
dren, and ■ heir children's chil- 
dren's children's children! 

Youngest guests at the parry- 
were a two-weeks-old baby 
and a toddler of 14 months, 
who tame from Gundagai, 250 
miles away, to represent the 
latest generation of the family. 

Married in the Presbyterian 
Church at Tumut, N.S.W., in 
1897, Mr. and Mrs. French 
have 70 descendants. 
* * * 

r p//£ apes m Amrricg'i Wash- 
ington Zfiff ftt very sen- 

titwe. They're gam Iron- 

quillising drugs to relieve thfir 
anxiety when they have to he 

moved or kahdled. 
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finishing up on 
dental care 

yjQ you ever make a morn- 
ing raid on the bathroom 
to sec that yum children arc 
cleaning their teeth? 

Even if you do, you mightn't 
be helping Junior's teeth, ac- 
cording to Dr. G. Bowpn- 
Thomav of Strathficld, N S.W., 
because mans people don't 
know the right way to clean 
teeth. 

"They simply give a child 
a toothbrush and tell him to 
go ahead," he added. 

"From the beginning I 
taught my children the correct 
way to use their toothbrushes, 
and I often supervise them 
now," he told us. 

During K&W. Health Week 
Dr. Bowes -Thomas fell that 
his care was more than repaid. 
His schoolgirl daughter, Anne, 
carried off the prize for the 
12-year -old girl with the best 
teeth in the State. 

Koss Ruikin Rowe, of War- 
ren, won the award in the 
boys' section. 

The Aiistnlian Dental As- 
sociation gives rhese instruc- 
tions lor toothbrush technique: 
• Brush the chewing surfaces 
thoroughly, using a small 
brush with medium bristles, 
fluid the bristles at right 
angles to the teeth, covering 
about t/oth inch of thr gum- 
Force thr bristles between the 
teeth and press firmly against 
the gums. Rotate the brush 
vigorously in a small circle. 
Clean every surface of every 
tooth in this way. 



An order for 
the palace 

r J*l HIRE'S an interesting story 
behind an order we re- 
ceived for our book "The 
Living Rush." 

Hnhart schoolmistress Miss 
Dorothy Wilkinson ordered a 
copy for despatch to Mr. E. 
Bennett, c/o Buckingham Hal- 
ace, London. 

Mr. Bennett, who is one of 
the Queen's pages, knows some 
of Miss Wilkiason'% relatives 
in Scotland, 

So when he visited Tas- 
mania with the Royal tour in 
1954 he went out to see the 
Wilkinson family. 

Mr. Bennett happened to 
mention litis to the Queen, 
who was immediately inter- 
ested. 

The following night a big, 
black Vice-Regal ear called 
for Miss Wilkinson, her 
mother, Mrs Elizabeth Wil- 
kinson, and her sister-in-law. 
Mrs. Harold Wilkinson. 

They were whisked off in 
Giivr-rntneui House for an in- 
formal presentation to the 
Queen. 

Keep the washing 
in the fridge 

(JETTING the washing dry 
in the Oodnadaita, S.A., 
district is no problem, accord- 
ing to Miss Catherine Lofts, 
of Cammeray, N.S.W., who 
recently returned after 16 
months there. 

But keeping the washing 
damp enough to iron needs 
initiative. 

Miss l^ofts used to damp 
hers, put it in a plastic bag and 
store it in the refrigerator 
until she was readv to iron. 

"We had 28 days over 100 
degrees last summer," petite 
Miss Lofti cold us. smiling, 
"with one day reaching 140 
outside Inside it was onlv 
120." 

Miss Lofts went to Ondna- 
datta as a nursing aide to 
Sister Beth Symonds, also of 
Sydney, at the Australian 
Inland Mission nursing home 

In ipitr of heat, dust, 
spiders, flies, and reptiles. Miss 
Lofts hopes to return. 

The A.I.M. hrwiptaL" she 
explained, "makes life safe for 
the cattle people." 



BIG HOLIDAY FICTION ISSUE 

• Next week's inane will haw a bumper eol- 
lerjtitsn trf fiction by leading writers. There 
will be an extra-long instalment of a new 

murder mystery, pJmt six short stories. 
SERIAL 

• "4J0 from Paddmgton,' try the queen of mystery 
writers, Agatha Christie ... as well as a murder in a 
train there's an engaging pair of young amateur detec- 
tives, and also Miss Jane Marplr. 

SHORT STORIES 

• The Lost Chanel Picnic," by Margery Sharp . . . 
a famous writer who specialises in off-heat stories. 

• Tip On a Dead Jockey," by Irwin Shaw ... the 
drama of an rs -bomber pi lot played out against thr 
backdrop of Paris. 

• The Girl With the Butterfly Net," by Glen and Jane 
Sire . . . proving that brains don't ALWAYS stop a girl 
from getting a boy- 

• The Christinas Rose," by Ann Gordon ... as heart- 
warming and beautiful a Christmas story as you'll read 
in a long while. 

• The Errors of San la < "lane," by Stephen Learotk 
... a classic story with a moral for every generation, 

• "'Mirage," by Dorothy Eden ... a love story set on 
an exotic island in the ( jrihbean Sea. 
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The Actress And The Cop 



you, Gunnar. How in the 
world did you get her down i" 

"I i aim- down to go i'Jt a 
ritlc on Gunnar' s niulur<ycle r *' 
Nicole uid. 

"Me, too/' DdU uid. 

"Whin are you talking 
about V Peg lajd. "Delia, you're 
the i^icit of honor Everybody's 
wailing lo meet you." 

Drib Linked over at the 
people at the party. They 
wcxca'i waiting to meet any- 
body. 

"Are yoti kidding ? n ihr said. 
"Bcsidrsv thcrc'i plenty of time." 

"Oh, no, Ddla_ Please don't 
go crazy on mc jtirt because 
iny Joolijh daughter climbed 
that Lire.™ 

M Cra*y? Why, Tin bavin* the 
best time I've ever had at a 
party." 

"Willie* to proud you're ma- 
ins to be in hi* new picture, 
lie's gut dozens of =mii ,u.iiii 
people hr wants rou to meet." 

'Tve met them," Delia said. 
Til meei them again, too 
Plenty of limes." 

"We've goi to go now," 
Nicole laid "This way. Delia, 
I know a short cut around the 
pool. The other way you'll 
run into all lluwc people, and 
they'll never let you go." 

"Nick, will you please shut 
up a minute ?" Pes; ihouted. 
Tm dashed if you're itoine 
to spoil every parrs- vour father 
gives! If you say another word, 
1 swrar I'm going to knock 
your head off!" 
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[COLE stood 
vrry straight, looking at her 
mother. Then she turned and 
fled, running around the pool- 
down the sloping lawn, in the 
fence, up the fence, and over 
to the alley. As she ran she 
thootcd "I don't want you' I 
don'i want your parties! I don't 
want anything!" But, of course, 
nobody heard her and nobodv 
saw her go, Except the three of 
us standing under the tree. 

'"She's * spoiled brat," Peg 
said. Her hps imnbled as shr 
spoke. 

When the tried to laugh. 
Delia said. "Let's go incri 
Willie's friends. Pea." 

And that's when I began to 
fall again. I wanted to go get 
Nicole, but I knew 1 had al- 
ready gone a Utile too far, as 
usual. I like kids because 
they're straight, and I like 
adults because it's impossible for 
them to be straight and suc- 
cessful M the tame time 1 
went over to where the drinks 
were being poured, got one. 
and waited for somebody I 
knew, in I could Qy something, 
too. Anylhing. But nobody I 
knew showed up, 

I went into the house, drink- 
ing on the way, Imi uubody 1 
saw was anyhodv 1 knew, so 
1 kept going unij I got to the 
front door. I put the drink 
on the table there, went out. 
and walked down the street to 
the alley. It was paved, with 
clean white board fences, most 
of thrni covered with ivy or 
honeysuckle. 

There was a mockingbird in 
A magnolia tree — Hollywood 
is full of them, bird and tree 
both and Ihr bird was mock- 
ing. Near the end of the alley 
where it comes to Benedict 
Ganyon I saw Nicole standing 
behind a mass of honeysuckle. 

"Ask your mother to* phone 
me some time when it's all right 
for you to go for a ride, and 
I'll come and get you." 

I walked to Benedict Can- 
yon, and then ui Sunset, and 
More I knew it 1 was home, 
which is a two-room apart- 
ment over a garage on Franklin 
Avenue in Hollywood. 

1 hadn't been upstairs three 
minutes whrn the doorbell rang 
It was Nicole. 

"How did you get here?" 

"I followed •■-in ('an I have 
a glass of water?" 

I got net a glass of water. 
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She drank it with the chop- 
ping sound of satisfaction oulv 
very thirsty kidi have, so I 
gol her another glass, and she 
drank that one. too. 
"Another ?" 

"No, thanks." She looked 
around the apartment. "I bad 
to see where you live. I guess 
IV better get started back 
now. Goodbye." 

"Goodbye? You don't think 
I'd Jet you walk back, do you?" 

"I know my way." 

"1*11 lake you bark on my 
bike. And listen to me. will you, 
Nicole ?" 

"Yes, sir." 

"You and I behaved very 
badly this afternoon, and I'm 
very acigry at myself." 

"I'm not angry at myself." 

"Well all right, but when 
you get home, go lo your 
mother and tell her you're 
sorry. Everybody in a family 
has got to help everybody 
else.*' 

"O.K., but you don't have 
to lake me back. The party 
won't end /or hours. I know. 
They're always supposed to Vie 
from five to seven, but they're 
never over until long after Tve 
gone lo bed. Every time. I 
can walk back." 

"No; I promised you a ride, 
and Ibis is my chance." 

"You don't have to keep 
your promise." 

"Yes, I do." 

We went out cm lo thr top 
of the stairway, and then down 
the wooden steps to the garage, 

"Oh, golly 1 "' she said when 
she saw the motor-cycle. "Oh, 
what a beauty!" 

I roiled the bikr out of the 
garage to ihr driveway, placed 
her carefully on thr front part 
of the seal, got on. and we 
svrre about to take off 
when u purple convertible with 
the top down rolled into the 
driveway with Delia Harrigan 
at thr wheel. She kepi the con- 
vertible roiling slowly until it 
was alongside us 

"I found Peg's address book 
in the powder-room. I want 
my ride." 

"Well, jump on, then. Tve 
gol to get you both back to the 
parry." 

"It's been a smashing suc- 
c<« I didn't leave until I'd 
mrt everybody They'll all he 
there for hours." 

"Is Peg looking for Nicole''" 

"Oh, no. The parry's going 
great. Nobody knows who's 
still there or who's gone- Tm 
sure everybody thinks I'm still 
there. Well all go back and 
havr some nmrr fun. What did 
you leave for?" 

"I don't know any of Peg's 
and Willie't friends these days." 

"I'm one of their friends. 
You know roe." 

"Well, we've met." 

"Where do I sit?" 

"Right behind mr. and I'm 
afraid you'll have to hang on 
real tight if you don't wanl to 
find yourself silting on the 
pavement." 

Delia sat behind me and put 
her arms around me. 

"A little tighter, I ihink." 

She tightened her grip, I 
started the bike, and we rolled 
down the driveway slowly to 
Franklin Avenue. Then we 
began to go. At the corner of 
Hollywood and Highland there 
was Eddie Singh-man on his 
bike, in uniform, on duty. 

"Is that yuu, Gunnar?" 

"Sure is. Eddie" 

"Who are the pretty girls?" 

"1 ell him I'm your wife/' 
Delia whispered 

"Mr. Singh-man," I said, 
"may I present my wife ""' 

"Pleased lo meet you. Mrs 
Reykjavik," Eddie said. 

"Likewise, I'm sure," Delia 
said 

"I'm their daughter." Nicole 
said. 
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"Pleased to meet you, too, 
miss," Eddie said. 

"Miss Nicole Reykjavik," 
Nicole said, "We're all three 
of us pan Icelanders On my 
father's side. On my mother's 
we're part Arkansas." 

'"Taking thr family out for 
a iiltle .Saturday evening drive, 
Gunnar?" 

"Yeah." 

"We could very easily buy 
a good secondhand rar." Delia 
said, "but I always sav don"l 
waste your money on luxuries, 
so you can afford another ' 
child. I'm expecting another 
this year '" 

"Well, take care of yourself. 
Mrs. Reykjavik." Eddie said 
. . . "And, Gunnar. you drive 
careful cow. Your wife's pretty 
enough to he in pictures." 

"You're very tweet to say 
Ihat, Eddie." Delia said, "but 
1 always By a woman's place 
is in the ttornc, taking care of 
her husband." 

"There ain't many like you 
left,'' Eddie said "Take it easy 
now." He raced away. 

"Ob, thai was real nice," 
Nicole said "It was all lies, 
but it was fun just thr uhk. 
Please don't drive straight 
home." 

We rode down Highland to 
Sunset, and then up into the 
hills. When we were at the 
top of a hill we stopped to have 
a look at Hollywood away- 
down there. 

Nicole tonk off to do a little 
exploring, and Delia turned 
around, *> I could have anothcr 
look at her instead of Holly- 
wood, r knew I'd better watch 
it, but I couldn't. U a little 
girl is at the top of a tree 
and ciialienges me to get up 
there, I've got to gel up there. 
U a big girl stands in front 
of me at the top of a bill in 
Hollywood and challenges me 
to pike her in my arms, I've 
got to do it, movie star or no 
movie star. 

"Again," Delia said. 

"Don't forget the little girl." 

"Well, kiss het, too. She's 
vour daughter. And I'm your 
wife." 

"Don't J wish yuu were, 
though*"' 
"Again." 

"No, enough's enough, and 
here she cnnies. anyway." 

"Run to your mamma, 
please." Dells said. 

Nicole ran with all her might 
into Delia's arms. Delia hug- 
ged her, swept her of! bet leer, 
twirled her around twice, and 
swung her out to me. I took 
the little girl and hugged her 
and then Delia hugged het 
While I was hugging her, and 
there we were. A family, al- 
most 

We got bark on the bike and 
started down the hill, winding 
around and around, the two 
women talking happily, and me 
rrying lo think, trying to 
figure out what to do about 
a thing like this because 1 was 
at their feet. 

I stopped the bike two 
blocks from thr Kidling hou^ 
>ouri beuer walk the rest oi 
the way." 

They got off, and Delia 
kissed me the way a wife don 
when her husband's going to 
work. 

"You take good care of your- 
sell now, ' the said- 
Then Nicole gave me a ouick 
bug and they went off to- 
gether. 

I turned the hike around 
and dmve to the station, in 
love again, tickled to death 
and scared lo drath. 

There was * 6ve-handed 
game of slud m the back room 
™ I took a hand, got are, tp 
hark, a third » Cf on , hr gfg, 

card, against three kings and 

£8 * biR P" 1 ' "h™ 5 " "iree 
dollars, and this just isn't mv 
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QUADS' CHRISTMAS OUTINGS I 





INIMATED TABLEAUX trilh rhildtiird /i«u™» intriaurd 
ihr Sural. icAo frinrd ihr old rahblrr in wotrhing Pn»« 
fry on hit mngtr hnnlt. It nil trrmrd real la thr rhildrrn. 
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LATER, tpacrmrn Phillip and Mark Mairl H<'i"i''" to 
niHrm AliAOn and Judith and tnttk t .il nn a rijckrt trip 
In ihr monn. Thr hoya final!* drvidrd to nay on rarth. 



CHRISTMAS FESTIVITIES uat Sara <>oW». Alison. 
Phillip. Mark, and Judith, at a royal hetnqui'l wkrrr Pu%a 
in Rant* rntrrtainf'd* Scpni* i*rij* part of a retuli atore~t 
diaptoy. Staff photographer Ran Berg look (fi*r piclun ■■ 



# See the exci lenient on a child'* face as 
Christmas nears, multiply il by eight, and 
you*!] catch the thrill felt by the Sara and 
Lueke quads as they went on holiday out- 
ings. 

For the Lncke children, not yet three, 
there were swim so its, sandcastles. buckets, 
spades, and swimming with their parents 
on a beach near Rimdahcrg. Queensland. 

The Suras, of Sydney, thrilled at their 
first visit to a big store, where fairvlale 
characters came to life, space ships soared, 
and aii amiable old Santa leni an ear to their 
whispers. It's their seventh Christmas, 



RUNAWAY R0I:EI\CH0RSE. riddrn by Marfc and 
Phillip. H-tii d lough hronca to hu»l. Thr Sarai mrl Santa. 
mn/idrd that ihry yrarnrd /or a rnrking-harte. Ino. 
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kind uf luck at iIL 1 generally 
mm. 

At midnight I went on duty 
— Highwav 101 Alternate from 
Santa Monica to the Ventura 
County line, straight through 
Mnlibu. Point Diimr, Zuma 
Beach, and Tiucu. 

The weekend traffic wa> 
•till heavy and hectic I could 
nave Mopped juit about every- 
body and written out a ticket, 
but I didn't became I had 
fallen Main. All 1 did wai ride 
along and hope nobody would 
crash or smash- 

I left the highway at Point 
Dume and rolled up and down 
the hills there. Nothing on the 
police radio wai for me. And 
then, all of a sudden, it was. I 
looked at my watch — half-pa*! 
two — and took off as fast as I 
could go to Peg and Willie's 
htitiu- 

"It's all your fault!" Peg 
'aid. "You had no business 
climbing that tree. It's three 
o'clock in the morning- Where's 
my little girl?" 

"Peg," Willie said softly, 
"Gun oar's my best friend.'' 

"I don't care who he a," 
Peg said. "My daughter's been 
gone since hatf-pnst in this 
evening. Mr Reykjavik. Where 
is she?" 

"Where's Defla?" I said. 

"I don't know and I don't 
care. She bad no busineH 
climbing the tree, either You 
people who don't have kids 
are always making trouble for 
people who do." 

"Can you give me her ad- 
dress?" 

Willie wrote the address on 

a card. 

1 went out and got on my 
bike I was on rnv way to 
Delia's when I thought I'd 
better go to my own place 
first. The purple car was still 
in the driveway. 

I ran up the steps, went in, 
turned on the light, and there 
an the sofa was Delia, fan 
asleep She opened her ryes and 
sat up 

"What time is it?" 

"Three, and what are you 
doing here?" 

"I had a little too much at 
the pony, so when I came to 
get my car I thought Fd tee 
if your door might be un- 
latched, and it was. I only ex- 
pected to take a nap. I'm sorry 
if you're annoyed. Are vou?" 

"Of course not. Not with 
you, at any rate." 

"You look annoyed. Who 
with, then?" 

"Myself. Something's hap- 
pened, and it's my fault." 

~"!>K.l if you're being black- 
mailed, I know a lawyer — " 

"No, no. Listen, Delia- 
Nicole's disappeared. Now, 
please think back and think 
clearly Tell me eiGicily what 
happened after Nicole and you 
got ofT the bike." 

"Why. we went back to the 
party, of course," 

"Did Nicole go to her 
mother ?" 

"No. A* a matter of fact, 
when we reached the front 
walk, she said she wanted to 
go around the back way. Under 
the circumstances, I agreed 
that that might be a good 
idea, so 1 went back to the 
party alone. Nobody noticed 
•that 1 had been gone, even. 
I stayed quite a song tunc, 
too, and then Ricky Vale 
dropped me off here to pick up 
my car." 

"While you were at the 
partv, did you see Nicole 
again?" 

"No, come to think of :t. 
1 didn't. I felt sure the was 
about, though I can't believe 
— what do you mean, she's 
disappeared?" 

"1 didn't get it. either, hot 
there it is. and I've got to find 
her, that's alL" 

Delia began to gather her 
things together. "What do vou 
think') happened to hrr?" 

"I don't know. Could be any 
minuter of things. As a cop, I 
know some of them could be 
pretty grim, Dul '' m Dt " ' el " 
ting myself believe it might be 
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Continuing . . . 

any ol them. I prefer to think 
she's hiding oui somewhere." 
"Where?" 

"WeD, as a matter of fact, 
I thought it might be al your 
house, if she happened In know 
where it is." 

"She knowi. She's been 
there many times." 

"And thrn I thought it 
might be here. It's probably 
nearer home, though A s h iol 
friend, maybe. She could even 
lie hiding somewhere in the 
house itself." 

"Would Nicole do a thing 
like that?" 

"I don't know. She might." 

"What are the bad things?" 

"I'd rather not talk about 
them." 

"Are they that had?" 

"They are It happens all 
the time- Feeling hurt, she 
might just go along with any- 
body. She followed me all the 
way from her house to this 
house, to give you an idea. 
Ate you all right? Can vou 
drive?" 

"Of course," Delta said. TH 
be borne in ten minute*. "Why 
do you leave your door rm- 
latched?" 

"There's no reason to Lock 
it " 

"No wife* No kids? Is that 
what yon mean?" 
"I guess so." 

"Why don't you marry me?" 

"The girl I married asked 
me that question, so of course 
I married her. I don't know 
hnw to take that question with 
a grain of salt." 

"Is this part of the long 
iiorv vou didn't want in tell 
me in the tree?" 

"It's all of it. The rest is, 
she divorced me." 

"Why?" 

"Because I'm nobody. The 
only kind of girl who might 
possibly he happy with a man 
like that would have to be a 
nobody, too— like the girl you 
pretended to be when f intro- 
duced you to Eddie Singleman 
— and I don't think Td Sc 
willing to impose a girl like 
that on my sans. After all, I 
owe them something, too." 

"How about your daugh- 
ters?" 

"My family doesn't have 
daughters. I'm the last of six 
ions- My brothers are all mar- 
ried and they've all got two 
or three sons each. We've al* 
ways wanted daughters. We 
just haven't got 'em, that's ill. 
Good night." 

Delia looked at me and said: 
"If you want to kiss me good 
night you can, you know." 

"No. I'm still having a bad 
time from the last time I fell." 

"Be sure to phone. At any 
hour I won't be able to sleep." 

I went out and rude bark to 
Willie KidllngV The boose 
bad been searched from lop to 
bottom. Also the 'arsee and 
the garden. The floodlights 
had brrn turned on all around 
the pool The police and the 
Press had come and gone, and 
come and gone again. I got 
back on the bike and rode ofl. 
but I just didn't know write h 
way to go. • 

When a krd is lent, nobodv 
can think and nothing helps. 
The only thing that can help 
□ for the kid to be found, with 
no harm done. I drove to the 
station, bin there was no news 
there, either. Everything was 
quiet everywhere. Why 
wouldn't it be? It was four in 
the morning. I left the station 
and rode hack to Brvrrly Hills 

At daybreak it fine to me, 
and it was silly, that's alL II 
made sense, but it was silly, too. 
I raced to the Kidling house, 
round to the alley, and stopped 
there. Nothing Nohody. I 
climbed the- fence and went up 
the sloping lawn, past the pool 
to the tree. 

I climbed Ihe tree again, but 
quickly this time. Nicole was 
wedged between two small 



The Actress And The Cop 



branches at the top oi the tree, 
half asleep. The lu.iajge w» 
*o thick t fieri- it wjiii'i easy 
to m her. I took hrr hand and 
-aid her namr very softly. 

"Time to come down. But 
be very quiet and very care- 
ful, will you ?" 

"When* wr goinB? T| 

"You're going to your bed." 

""No. I won't co iinr dowti. 
My tnolhcrll kill me " 

"How long have you beta 
up here, Nicole?" 



"Is thai ihc kin girl. Gun- 
nar ? T> 

■*'J"hi» ia my daughter. ChucL 
She crt» up early and I K IVf 
her a ride every Sunday morn- 
ing." 

"Arr you rare, Gunnar? I've 
listened to the description all 
muf-.i She anawm the des- 
cription." 

"I. it tic girh have a Sot in 
common.** 

"If you're mre. Cunnar, any 
thing you lay." 

Chin k rude oiT. and now I 
w.u surrd brruuJH' 1 knew 
Chuck didn't hrlievr me. I 




. TTieti Epintirdl nil JttmbaB 
with new (»rptoa r boiled . - . 




"And tor dettert , . , a Cam 

ppfe rfr form tru Via ftcagc 



And aft this re be served 
with voar best Vin Rose." 







"NUMBER FIVE" 



"From the time you brought 
Delia and me home. Nobody 
even saw me climb back up. 
I watched the whole party 
from up here. I fell asleep, and 
I didn't wake up until all the 
lights were turned an again 
alter the party." 

"Vou mean you saw them 
looking for you?" 

"Of course I did." 

"Well, whv didn't you come, 
down r 

"Why didn't they romr up 1 
Why didn't my mother? Why 
didn't my father. I'm not com- 
ini! duwn if you're iiniru- to 
lake mr into rhat house." 

"Where do you want me to 
take you?" 

'To your house. Or in Delia's 
house." 

"Come on down, ihrn." 

"Your house or Delia's 7" 

"Delsa'a.- 

We got out of the tree and 
went down the sloping lawn 
10 ihe fence, and over to the 
alley. 

On our way to Delia's Chuck 
F.nglrhart drew up on hit hike. 



don't know why, but I just 
couldn't grab a little girl out 
of a tree, whack her bottom, 
and take her, crying, into her 
house to hrr mother. I just 
couldn't do that. I just bad to 
believe a child has the same 
right as as a adult. 

Both of the Sunday-morning 
papers were outside Delia's 
door, and a paper-drlivcry boy 
was at the other end of the 
halL I could only hope he 
wouldn't turn around, but be 
did. 

I pressed the button and 
heard a chime, and Delta came 
to the door. "We've got to 
speak very quietly." 

"Yes, of OHine," Delia said, 
"but where did you find her?" 

"Lei Nicole lell you. I'll 
fht her some breakfast." 

Delia and Nirnle went down 
a long hall lo her bedroom, 
and I went to the kitchen. 
Orange juice. Boiled eggs. 
Toast I put the stuff on a tray 
and took it to Delia's bedroom 

Delia brought Nicole out of 



the bath, wrapped in a heavy 
Iturjilr towel. 

"There's a hot breakfast fur 
you T Nicole. Please eat it and 
get a little sleep — in a bed 
this time." 

"I'm wide awake," Nicole 
said. 

"Well, eat your breakfast 
and just resl in bed then." 

I went back to the kitchen, 
and after a few minutes Delia 
came r' < ; i 

"I< she all right ?" 

"I think she'' a little seared." 

"Well. I've done it again." 

"You found her, didn't you *" 

"Yes, but I should have taken 
her straight 10 hrr mother and 
father.'* 

"Well, why in the world 
didn't you?" 

"She didn't want me to." 

"You are a nut. aren't you ?" 

"Yn, I'm afraid I am Now, 
look, there's a way of straight- 
ening this whole thing out 
without hurting anybody — 
Nicole, Peg, Willie, you, the 
police, the Press, the people-" 

"What people?" 

"'l*he people who like to 
read about the l roubles of other 
people." 

"Oh, them." Delia said. 
"Well, this it none of their 
business." 

"It b now Nico'e Kidling. 
daughter of the famous pro- 
ducer, William Kidling, and 
the famous actress, Peggy Bar- 
ker . . . How (lu you like 
your eggs'" 

"Scrambled." Delia fetched 
the morning papers and spread 
them oui on the kitchen table. 
"Oh, no!" she said. "Two 
pictures of Nirote on the front 
page, one each of Peg and 
Willie, and the names uf just 
about everybody who was at 
the party. Well, if Peg wanted 
a successful parte, she certainly 
got it And she can thank her 
daughter, too. She's always felt 
her parties haven* l gotten 
enough attention, not even from 
UmrlU Parsons and Hedda 
Ilopper. This party's on the 
wire services. If I didn't know 
the truth. I'd say it was a pub- 
licity stunt." 

After a while Delia went on; 
"Listen to this: "The guest of 
honor at the patty vras the 
madcap Leonora Roma, who is 
lo star in Mr. Kidling' s next 
picture, "High as a Kile".' I 
don't understand where they 
get that madcap stuff. For six 
long years aO Tve done is work 
very bard." 

I put the plate ol scrambled 
eggs and bacon in front of 
Delia. 

"What's the matter with you? 
Aren't you eating?" 

"No, i can't Please try to 
help me. Miss Roma. What 
do we do ? Do we call Willie 
and lell him, or what?" 

"I don't know why not. I'll 
tell aim plenty, loo. I've got 
half a mind to go on suspension. 
He's got his nerve pluggiug his 
picture at my expense- And 
Nicole's, too." 

"Yes, we'd better not [or get 
Nicole- Before you phone we d 
better talk lo her.™ 

''What about?" 

"The three of us have got to 
agree on a story that won't hurt 
anyhody." 

"Well, what's the matter with 
the truth?" 

"No, that won't do at aJL" 

"Why not?" 

"Well, for one thing, she was 
right there the whole time, and 
that'll make the mother and the 
father took silly, and ihe pohic. 
too. The triith'll nuke it look 
even more like a publicity stunt 
than ii already docs. loo. ' 

"I do sympathise with Peg. 
though." 

"Of course vou do." 

"Oh, I don't mean about 
Nicole. I mean about her 
career. It just came to a stop 
five or six yean ago, and the 
just won't quit. She gets one 
or two small parts a year and 
tries lo believe ihc's still a star. 

"A party a month, she aver- 
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age*. A big party, I mean. 
Two or three little one* every 
week. Who's important now) 
Who's new? Get them over to 
the house, and maybe sou. 
thing II happen to her carer 
Hose can you expect the hi it 
girl not to be lost in an at- 
mosphrre like that? Peg juit 
hasn't got any time for Nicole 

"Ir> not to be too critic, 
of a mother until you're orj 
yourself.** 

"Well, it's the truth." 

"Only kids are entitled to IKv 
by the truth. The rest of us 
hare got to five by lies." 

"You don'L" 

"1 do lay best." 

"By pretending to be a cop? 
You're no cop." 

"1 am, and I'm not pretend- 
ing. Could you say you came 
home after ihe party and weni 
lo bed ? Early in the morning 
Nicole walked into your bed- 
room and confessed Chat she 
had spent the night ? Is there 
a place somewhere in the 
apartment where she might 
have slept?" 

"Well, there's a second bed- 
room • — very small. I almost 
never look in there. The maid 
just keeps it clean and shuts 
the door." 

"Would that be all right 
with you J " 

"Sure, if you think it'll be 
all right with n'ervbody else " 

"You're very kind. Miss 
Roma." 

"Oh. now. look here. I asked 
vou long ago lo please lav of! 
that Miss Roma stuff. I'm not 
an actress in my own borne." 

"O.K. We haven't got too 
much time. The sooner we let 
Peg and Willie know, the 
belter. Do vou Ihink Nicole'* 
rr*red enough now to go over 
ihe story with us?" 

"What for?" 

"It might be too late later 
but even if it weren't. Nicole 
has got to agree to the story " 

"Thai'i silly She's just a 
linle rrrrl." 

"She isn't going to be little 
forever. Will you see if she's 
awake?" 

"What's Ihe rush"*" 

"The police arc going to pay 
you a visit very loon. And 
when they do Td better not 
be here." 

"Whv not?" 

"I'm ■ cop. I'm not off dnty 
untO eistht o'rlnrk in the morn- 
ing, and what am I doing 
here?" 

"Visiting me — a frirnd." 

"Oh, just fine That'll be 
just fine, won't it?" 

"Well, won't it?" 

"A cop in uniform here with 
just about the most beautiful 
girl hn the world?" 

"More beautiful than the 
girl who divorced you?" 

"Well, maybe not more 
beautiful, but certainlv not 
less." 

"Are vou in rove with me?" 
"Suppose I were?" 
"Fd ask you to buy me a 
little bouse with a large tree " 

"What rorr* 

"So when we have a daugh- 
ter she ran rlimb it. and 
we can climb up after her " 

"Nicole's the only daughter 
you and I will ever have. The 
only one welt ever climb a 
tree about, too We've had her 
and now we've got to get her 
bark lo her mother and father" 

"They won't climb a tree 
shout her" 

"They won't have to because 
she won't want them to. any 
more, after we agree on a 
story." 

"Are you in low with our 
daughter, too?" 

*T"Iirole? Of rourse I am. 
She's Ihe fir<t daughter in six 
grnerariom of the Rrykjavik 
famny." 

"No, not Nicole: our own." 

"Tve already told vou I 
can't take talk like this with 
a grain of salt." 

"I believe you really do love 
me." 

"Yes, I believe I do." 
"And I believe you believe I 
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AS I III \l> THE STARS 



by Ewe Milliard 

Far week fcefrfnnitig Bee. ** 



flour Sign IQYotir Luck fSMfourJol) Wm Home OYonp Heart Socially; 



ARIES 



Thr Ram 

MUCH 31 — AFKlL tt 



* LaicAj nuntUrr lmi week. ■. 
Lucky cpjor for lore, rwd\ 
Ouulai colon, red, white. 
Lucky days, l*oml*y mdif 
Lues m Social Ahri bnMT^r-fi- circles 



MT TAURUS 

7X " TtW Bull 

_ AT BJE. tJ — SAT XV 



*• B ItlOTB 14 ft lUJI part Jf fti 
*D.*k you'l] be tn your giury. S 
ynu are c,ruaaiiUnB -Jiytftiufi you're 
on top Otherwise an announce- 
ment, brings good fortune 



4- You may receive V LPai III yiur 
EaasB and add io jfour aociaI pre*- 
Ucc in art <*•*, ytm will bi« 
a lot of TiilUin. au be rwa&j lor 

uriEipwIecj gueda. 



A Tour btunved ouy be on l«p of 
Lhr TOrM Do not deflate HU 
□SFpinj-s* and brtna; him down *n 
earth. It will Just til row a ipan- 
wr la *fa* works. 



r%ft> 



* l-ocsr number UU» vet. 4 
Lucky color Ear lovf. light blue 
Oarnhllng culura, lJrni tilue, black 
Lucky days, Tuesday. Friday. 
Lack" m h tar place 



* Tuu'lJ ftprnd some tlntr irftvri- 
liaa. Scattered a Grange men Lr mat 
fcrtfr you going until lhr ad «X 
tht week- You may be asked to 
hr.Jp provide food for an oct anion 



s> Man; ot you arc off to to* 
boftob, you may to campion, or 

Iou travel to see rtltuto or old 
rJnhds. Tour hdsnp may be pUaBKl 
tnlti Uu> tiirtx round 



4- too and the nnr -and -only hair 
great holiday pbuii K ttiisy In- 
clude laiks about your future, lis- 
ten latently. He I* llkeJy to reveal 
uuig-cor. tiered plans 



GFMIKJI * Lucky nuinber un* we**, a, 

%3tm Lucky color lor lot*. grey 

OambliESft- color*, grey mauve 
LssrAy a*j* Atunday. 5unday 
Lvck in a bit ..* Tflvr'. 



A dark cloud which hu been 
varryickf you m »y uiddmly dis- 
appear, and you teml your llnanr.ial 
aSain irr mUL-h bctUr ihape 
than aijMicfa<d. For some ft boriu* 



-it TBuhc dreamt of wbat you in- 
trad lo do At home dunftl Ibn 
buMrtari may «oui« true. Aided by 
the wholf fftmlly. too moy carry 
out a wnaderfu] pfojftcl 



-I- *niftl prean.i or bit Of nn» n 
a^tr.a to be ■ hm of lurprlsc and 
you ftrv IhJllled. Others may br 
ptaau )m Kirpnin too Tou will 
wclTe complinTienta 



. a uumbrr of :*:.t onelftl (usc- 
{Ws are norr 1 1 keif uban cmaU 
lAlimalr f»Lhnrtn«£ ToU may eo 
along wllli uh« clo«d and carry 
no rtapoiuim litr PJoy yourtelf 

K Those pKQtc*, trip* to ttur bill* 
or bcar.b, vifttu Uj old friend* in 
thr country are wii ftepeetetl Tn 
fact, any rzpedJLiLiii wbith tntolve* 
trarrl atiouid brum hnppincn 

eTou may be tempted inin npecu- 
unc At a iponiDg mtiiTe with 
mixed reeulU Same may aau. 
Uirougb a lllLk Butler Otheraiie 
ran may tmnfe ■ bolHiay achernc 



<<M^ CANCER 

The Crib 

Kfltl e — jtjlt tt 



* Lucky number ihi» weeik, 3 
iMckr color for love, while. 
OaiMolknej cnlon. will if, green. 
Lucky days. Wndn^BdftT, Friday 
LUCt through Ebc- ovpaaite fteX. 



it Although you may wqjk in the 
midst of * crowd, yuu will mjoy 

the CO-OP* T»I40L1 of tbow uround 
jov. aso brtng one oi a "tan 
make* llycht worfc. 



■A- you cullrct the entire Iftroity. 
alid you lire nappy Ut see Lb cm 
TZlftt CJiriniuia4 dLpnei mCAtta c"rry- 
thln| io you becaufle tt brin^rs 
ereryone togetrieT. 



it tt could be an <jITer of marriage 
Ot An cr.gaficmrtir ring LI a yQUIift 
married, tie arrival of A AO* bftbj. 

Other* I** you me*- 1 thr man Who 
will be the one for you 



if Toe boy-friend, tn* marriage 
partner, or Lbc la mil; will loom 
in your aocIa! catcuiiuanc, And 
you won't *ur far without tham. 
belting thlngi mar happen 



ft* 



LEO 



Hkc Lion 

fCl-T 14 — AVtiUal tl 



» Umky number irdl week. 1. 
Luckr eo!or Tor lore, yolhiw. 
Oa mil 1 nift oolorx, yellow, grey 
Lucky »». rrlday, Saturday. ' 
law± m lerrice to loved onea. 



if Bounding rrtaliL) coulil unuure 
jou to reaoTi new helgtiU In tome 
way you fccfalrre a cUcttnctlon, po*- 
aiblv carrying with it a practical 
rr*a.rd Extra work win be eWAf, 



■ft Picnty of work, pr«aiblv at bee 
Iul ftp.r. trcutid. buL although you'U 
be tired you'll be happy, especi- 
ally If part of your C&irlfllmafc U 

auftiil am ahanrau 



it Ton may give taie one you lave 

beid more than n&e gift of klnd- 
Beea and CMlaldeTatlDa . He may 
neml thai more than Juat ■ 
hbefl 



tt Will be ftpprerlati 



it WherwrET you go you'll be work- 
tna: Ilka an eager bearrr to keep 
Che aheelft turnUig You will tfi- 
IKlpale iltBAtleha before they 

ar Inn and earn thanks. 



a- 



VIRGO 

The Virgin 



* Lurky number Um week. 6 
Luck? aolor for IOtt. green 
OarrruJing colore green (okL 
Lucky daya, Monday, Saturday 
Lurk in romance 



# Eft (Eft for good tlmei, y(m mjij- 
flnd It hard to conoeulrAte ob wbftt 
you are doing, but nobody la 
likely to br critical. Toil make a 
brilliant showing 



~iypf "SCORPIO 

u Tin- Seearreron 
<X "TO BE at »— HOvKktsn a 



it li young you can hardly wall 
to Join your pais for due good 
tlmee aeheduled Home u hlterwuE- 
tp« aa a place (a grctit caJleri 
Older folk lurr open houu 



it a* will amtnly uium latinjc 
yo-u lo a party, and In may grow 
jeaJeut became be Utiuke jent are 
loo pvpuhur. &Wk rn toe timirime 

of lore and rivalry. 



it Dajjc&uj soi only for fcrte ycfung. 
fiuet of your fun will be in the 
erexiing. both romantic and glam- 
dhhil You mucti : mecL an old 
Same or former schoolmate. 



LIBRA 



Tht; Kiiknnee 

SEPTtMBea ti — OCTOMEM tt 



+ Lucky number Uui weeg. 6 
t-ucky Wlor for lore, nary -blue, 
Oambimg cnion, tia'/y -bint, wtilta. 
ljUcky daya, Tuesday Sunday 

Lock it, your en hcmi 



it Home u your neadnu&rtere from 
wttlch you sally forth Whttlirr 
you plan new .stunt*, nntertainlna;. 
lamur reunions, or add Lo your 
ebfoyment hom<- Ji" jf Hr.jHi^ • « ' 



: ; on 



. tf a young mamed in your new 
ome, thia week will be remem- 
bered Too wtU (trunk for per- 
feotiorL ti long married you may 
f*nri that home has Its crtArma. 



2p Of oourse, you'd love to bring 
In hnenr and show him Lo the 

family. m?ltallODe from hla folka 
should be accepted eagerly. Don't 
wo -rv voU'U pass incpocfjon. 



A Lucky number thla week, » 
Lucky color for tore. roe*. 
Gambling ccdora, rose, Itght bine. 
LOCty dwys. Thurwlay. Friday. 
Luck an a anon Journey. 



it Too win be rnnhlng All over 
thr place but keeping firm control 
of the times, thai mAtter RM( 
Work wiil be interrupted by lengthy 
•CQTWrr&atlun, haslT chahHr* 



ir Thr™ may be a few unexpected 
incidents at home Someone 7011 
OAWe dot seen for yearn nn ap- 
pear, or totneoiic else may catch 
yon at ft disadvantage. 



* &imr of yoo entertain in the 
warden sL a barbecue, oLhers gm 
part lei for Lhn younger mrmb&ra 
or the family Still others keep 
open house for ^^'ljaj stsitora. 



if During- the hoqra wlien you must 
be fteparsLed. plan ahead for those 
glorious moments wfaen yoo are 
together. Tda'll Ihttcn far his 
knock, at the door 



it 7uu win be mre to cover a lot 

of ground with many short Joar- 
ur/r tn dinTereat directions An 
Important conversation conJd hare 
a bearing on social activities 



SAGITTARIUS & 



Trie Aether 
SOI KMBEfi 1.1 — flKCVMSEK f 



.Ocky number trris week. 3 

tjurky color for love, noVet 
rwnJiiTTig cnlflta, vlntet. green 
Lucky days. Wednesday. Saturday, 
Luck in a wish fulfilled. 



it You'll be In the lasi-mlnute 
crowds mlalng builneas wloh koc]- 
Abltlty. An ftgrewmcnt or major 
icvtaLnu'ni may crown your efTortA 
or Inflnence fulure or finances 



-A- Totl may be Celebrating a very 
One achlevemexi L An Added aaset 
to the bnme. An bunor bentowed en 
a ninrnber of the IXJu&choId. or a 
rahte Ln pay. 



it Lore may be shown ha many 
way* Ton ma r be iUtftuiv din- 
appolDLcd beCAuse Lhe beet-beiored 
Lb r.onT(int}ona4. hA| little ImoglQ- 
Atton. Take tntentlon for the deed 



CAPRICORN 



Thr Cowl 

BECEMB f 11 M — JASUXMT LB 



it Lucky number this week. 0. 
Lucky color for lave, black 
Gambling colors, black, white. 
Lncky Aaye ThUTsdAF. Sunday 
Luck In personal relation wiips. 



it You are comlru; into your own 
and feel you are about to reach a 
milestone in your career. TsUp la 
doe of the few time* when socia- 
bility and fnrhcl tneas w ln 



it De«p down you are devoLI 
ChOuaTit tn the spiritual side of 
Ohriatmas. but you may also be 
more lenient . more tcdrraCit, Jess 
critical uf thnag whu lurTOund you 



it Tou and) your beiui'ed siiuuld rw 
In harmony IT iff t new lore, 
the atars are with ynu. if hVa 
an old km, tt may bo rooRwed 
under rumantle n rtfumrtaneea. 



it Mi idea which you have beer, 
toying with may tudoefil} cerejop 
Info ft lull -11 edged teality It may 
keep you busy, but yvu can narry 
It out triumphantly 



tV Tou u take the uHUnun. as- 
aumfi leadcnalb in aJi plsnft, You 

aif quite clear about w&ei you 
want, how too want it. and voa 
go brlskjy to Tdwr goal 



AQUARIUS 

Thr Valerbrnrex 
JAVT/AST — FrBAlCAAtT It 



it Lucky number Chi* week, A. 
Lucky color for love, urvnue 
riumbu n p colors, orahgt , brow n . 
Lucky da?!, Tne*dA7 Saturday 
Luck tn carry! tic; out ■ plan 



it If you've come to the end of 
a chapter vOU'Ll finish the Job In ft 
bunt of speed- Alter that you ro- 
Jas and lei other people put ln 
their brat eUorta 



it Some of you lorUe a lonely 
peraon to your home, others carry 
out a quiet plan to help those out' 
aide a family ejrclc Yuu won't 
publicise yenrr good deed* 



w Maybe vou are both younc ana 
shy. He mgp be hesluuil Lo reveal 
hil true urwunh U, and you art 
not mtich help Tbn will work 
our after ft lUght EncldertiU 



PISCES 



Thr Fish 
FT BR I ART SA — M AstCTJ H 



it Lucky nuinber this week. 7. 
Lucky cotur lor In^r Any pastel 
Oftmbhng eolars, tricolor^ 
Lucky days. Wednesday. Sunday. 
Luck in sports and psstinMij 



+ Aw-iatiClAte* warm your heart: 
they LhinJt a In: of you Work, 
abroad or at home, will be easy 
tu congenial company. will be. 

■ sporting prcpoiitloii- 



*- You take a back seat and do 
not mind With a little thinking 
to do, you Would rather flip out 
of thr limelight but vou find time 
to htip othen. 



ir friends, or amusement in some 

wsiy^ rnr-i"r vour home. TOU could 
not shut out the outside world, il 
you trlccL PYleocU of your family, 
young, tit old. Will iffiim in. 



A- Thbi Is the starry-eyed teen - 

Ager's btg momrcU V-r-y itist be 
at the beach at ft party, but lore 
bits yuu like lightning. If ekters 
•mile, why worry? 



it Your pofJulArtbj Is suiting so 
brightly that you feel quite the 
glamor boy or glr], Toq'U be a 
ttjjg aire wherever you arr, swd 
will rocelre many compliments 



don't rncui a word I'm say 

"Vcs, I believe ih.il, too," 

"Weil, marriig*- isn'\ every- 
thing, and Fve been tnarrtcd 
twire, ai you know. 1 ' 

*TTest l it'* like HMnery all 
riehi It ian'i cvrryLhin«." 

"It lurns a good nun into a 
huiljartd owernigh.1, and I jukl 
tan'i gtaxKl them — ininc ur 
anybody eJae's." 

**Well ( in a way we've been 
nwrrrrd. Mnvhiiw, wr'vr had an 
eif ht-yrar-okl daughter in a 
•T>~.\ and maybe that's as good 
aa we'd ever be likely to do, 
in any cawe." 

Delia up and rame 

around the mWc. "Well" ahc 
said, "let's kit* our little mar- 
riage twotlbye, (hen, and go 
about our husintru. iha.ll wc J " 

"Ves. I think that that's the 
grown-up duns; tu do." 

! held her head in my hand* 
a momcm, and then I put one 
on brr forehejid ju« above her 
watching left eye. I felt proud 
of myself* for watt hum it 10 

■eft 




S« convenient —so effective 



SXOMIST 



■f.STKfl 1*111 

DEODORANT 



Continuing . . . 

'■ColdV" Delia aakl. "Court- 
rou>. and rold, as a goodbye 
kiss should be from a man 
from IceJancL" 

"Well, that ukeg care of the 
ma mage. 

"Now," De&a laid, "one to 
take care o\ our daughter — 
on the mouth." 

Well, the was th«rt. wi th 
her mouth open in a Little 
smile, ao what could I do ? I 
p«i one then:, too, only I didn't 
wat^h it very well, and there 
went four arrm around two 
people all of a sudden -one 
oi them Delia Hairiffan and lhe 
other myself, whoever I am, 
ao far from Iceland, so many 
yea_n bter. 

1 kept trying to watch it, 
but I Jtttt couJrln't. There fust 
waAfi* 1 ! iuiyihtn^ else in r!o hut 
lei Ireland melt and go r and 
bold on 10 Delia forever. 1 
juit mighi rtave done it foo. 
if I hadn't heard a lot of caur 
doors siarrirninuj, and thrn- 
down in the atrrri I saw Lhr- 
police and Preai getting out 
uf an and running into lhe 
building. 

"'Well, here they romc, and 
we haven'i got Nicole's ap- 
proval of lhe sinry. oetfer use 
il j lint the game. I *1l go ou t 
the bark " 

"There ifl no hack," Delia 
■aid. 

Thf door rfiime sounded, and 
trim aomrbftdv knocknl toftly. 

"Yoti open it" Delia said. 

I went fo the door, frying 
to efear ray head on the? way. 
I opened the door and th«y 
came in — my boss. Captain 
SaJvi, Chuck tingle ban, two 
olhrr cojm. thr parn-r-drlivrry 
boy, thxer mm with flatti 
cameras, and three other* — -rr- 
poTiera. moti likely 

"Can we pleaac try to he 



The Actress And The Cop 



quiet. Captain Salvj ? The 
little girl's ajUtcij." 

Clapiain Salvi went tn work 
asking me questions, and 1 tried 
my best to answer them with- 
out hurting anybody, especially 
Nicole and Delia 

Captain Saivj aaid: "Reyk- 
javik, if what you say is trur, 
and Lhe girl spi rit the night 
here, I'd like the Pre** tn ace 
her. This, rase has created a 
great deal of public interest, 
and wr owe it to the people to 
let them know (he child is all 
right." 

Dt:lln looked at me. "If you'll 
corar with uir. plea»e T " she 
aid, "you may bring her out," 

"Have I your pcrmiHiOD, 
Captain Salvi?*' 

h4 Please do a* Miu Rnmn 
■aya." 

DelLa led the way down the 
lung hall to her bedroom- 5hr 
opened the door and we went 
in. Nicole was not in Delia's 
bed. Delia rioted the door be- 
hind her quiekly, bolted it, and 
1 w<iil to the rught table and 
picked up a piece of letter 
paper on whiih a message had 
been printed in ptmc.il. 

I handed Delia thr mrssajrr, 
I heard whar you said. 
"You're just like all lhe others. 
Coodby*. Nimlc K." 

"Well, what to the world did 
wc say?" 

"Who shows? Well, we've 
got to go back and lell 'em rh^ 
truth, ihat'i ail From the be- 
ginnintt to the end Olhcrwiac 
vrr'!l never get out of this. Come 
on." 

"Bui what about Nicole ? 
Where u ihr now?" 

"She's probably bark in the 
tree. Come on; lhr lodger we 
stay in here the worse it is for 
you." 

"I can't he bothered about 
ihaL" 



jrom page 36 



Delia began to dial the tele- 
phone on the night table. 
"Wilb'e?" she said suddenly in- 
to the phone. "This is very 
important. Don t ask any ques- 
tions. Jum do what I tell you. 
Run out inuj the garden to the 
tree and look up, ami then run 
right back, will you? 1*11 be 
waiting." She put down the 
phone "What do you tfiirik?'' 

"Well. 1 can only hope thr 
in back in the tree, because then 
thiil whole thing will be worked 
out the way it ought to be — 
except, of course, for you. I 
mean, on amount of me What's 
the Press going to think about 
that.?™ 

"1 don't know and I don't 
care:." DcIIa said- "Do ynu?" 

"1 Certainly don' I want to 
involve you in a silly scandal." 

"So it turns out the whose 
world believes you're a boy- 
friend . the saying ii. So 
what?" 

"Tf it's O.K. with you, it's 
O.K. with me. Boy-friend ii 
is, them.'' 

"If the worst came to the 
worst, we could even get mar- 
ried." 

"You don't want lo get mar- 
ried." 

"Of course 1 don't, but we 
rouid ju&t the same, couldn't 



"1 wouldn't marry wnme-lpody 
who didn't wanl to get married. 
I'm no gigolo, or whatever 
they are.'* 

"Well," Delia iaid, "if the 
little giri't i*Jc at home, may- 
be, tm wanl to get niairieri" 

Shr r>rgan talking: into the 
pliuiir attain suddenly. "Willie .* 
Yes, Tin hero," 

Shr listened a rnoment, and 
then the said, "Now, listen, 



will you ? Co and wake up 
Peg, and both of you climb the 
tree, and mer< yovir daughter. 
1 think you'll like her. Yd, 
vou've got to do that! Both of 
yuu. But make it fast, because 
half the world is going to be 
there in a few minutes." 

Delia listened a moment, and 
then the said. "Of course he's 
here- We're going lo be mar- 
ried." She listened a moment 
again, and then she said, 
"What do van mean I should 
think twice about a thins; like 
that? Tve already thought 
twice. U Grace Kelly can 
marry the Pri nee of Monaco, 
and Rita Haywnrth ran marry 
Aly Khan of India, why can'l 
Delia Harrigan rnarry :i man 
from Iceland ~* What do I care 
what it'll do To the box-office?" 

Delia made ,i fare into the 
phone: "And Look, Willie, if 
you're finished being worried 
ahum Nicole because she's home 
again, and now you're worried 
about "High a* a Kite." mavbe 
yoaTd better get another girl, 
because I'm really a little tired 
of working, anyway. 1 might 
just like to go to Ice-Land and 
have a look at the place, and il 
T like it 1 might juii want to 
itay, too. Tm glad Nicole is 
safe in the tree again. Good- 
bye." 

She bung up. 

"Would vou like to take me 
on a voyage to Iceland?" 

"I've rervcr bwern there, but 
I rerlainly would. In the mean- 
time, 1 believe therr'a mmr 
rjeople outside lhr door, listen- 
ing." 

"Well, suppose we talk a 
little louder, then?** 
"I'm game." 

"Well, then, ask me to h- 
your wife," Delta win ,»--■. . 

"Delia." I said in a bttd 
clear voice, "will yuu bi ni\ 
wife?" 



"Yea, 1 will, Gunnar. Will 
you lake me to Iceland V* 
"Yea, 1 wfll 1 ' 

"fo that case," Delia said, 
"swing the door open and let'* 
embrace fog the- police and the 
Press, and then you ran carry 
me across the threshold of my 
boudoir. After that, I want to 
go to sleep, while you gn- and 
turn in your bike, your badge, 
and your cap." 

f wn» m the door, unbolterl 
it, opened tt, and there stood 
Captain Salvi, Chuck Englr- 
huri. three cameramen, three 
report en, the pa per -delivery 
bow, and six or seven people 
I'd never seen before. 

"Nicole KidKni; is safe at 
home. Delia Harrrgan has con- 
sented to be my wife, and as 
soon as sve're married I'm tak- 
ing her on a voyage to Ice- 
land, the land of my ancestors." 

I went to Delia, who was 
standing at the window with 
her lovely back turned to 
poller. Press, publicity, pictures, 
and people in gencral- 

'TJella r 

5he turned around. "There's 
fltlways a first time, you lukaw, H 
she said. 

"Which Firs! time air you 
thinking of?" 

"That your family has a 
daughter." 

"Yes, it could happen " 

"laet'i kin to thai, then.** 

I didn't need to watch it any 
nwrj ( an ] really kissed her this 
tune. A lot of voices made 
strange human ntitmds, camera 
lights Hashed, tree* sprang 
up all over the place with a 
Utile girl in every one of ihem, 
and I pint couldn't he bothered 
any more about Captain Salvi, 
police rules and regulations, or 
law and nnrjrr, 

1 jtrit rouldn't be bothered 
any more about anybody n- 
cept Dribs Harrigan and the 
daughter we both hoped to find 
in a tree sorbe da v. 
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arid he found ii m effort to 
follow any but the simplest lines 
nl thought. He was in i iour- 
hedded ward of the thip't hos- 
pital. He had vague memories 
at Ann Mid Fellows, of con- 
fuiinK interrogations in which 
•hcv had tried to find out how 
far he had progressed in his 
return to lucidity. He had no 
idea of the passage of time. 

It was now daytime, and he 
was . aione. He had just 
awakened from a deep sleep; 
no doubt they had givea him 
a sedative, though he had no 
memory of His muuth was 
dry and he was conscious of a 
sense of lassitude and depres- 
sion. He might have been corn- 
ins round from some shameful 
debauch. 

Anxiously he tried to get 
himself bark into focus, to ar- 
range his ideas into a pattern, 
r hough he found that concen- 
tration tended to increase his 
headache In his mind there 
lurked a terror that his brain 
mitthi have been permanently 
damaged — therr wai something 
vrrv alarming about this gap 
in his memory. He was pre- 
pared to pin up with any deg- 
ree of effort or pain to prove 
to himself that his faculties 
were unimpaired. 

There was a bell at his bed* 
side and he pressed it. A few 
minutes latrr the door opened 
and he saw Ann. She stood at 
the end of his bed, smiling. 

"Awake at last?" she said. 

He tried to nod his head 
and stopped suddenly, winring. 
"What happened to me?" he 
asked. 

"Concussion. Someoody hit 
vou on thr head." 
"WW 

"We don't know. We 
thought perhaps you might be 
shle in tell us." 

"The last thing 1 remember 
is squirting around the galley 
with a fire-extinguisher. Was 



Continuing . . . . 

it there that I got knocked 
out?" 

"No. You'd left there." 

"Then I dun'l remember — " 
He said querulously. "Do you 
mind ncting down? You warn' 
me, standing there nl the foot 
of the bed." 

"AU right," She drew up a 
chair beside the bed. Looking 
at her, he was vaguely consci- 
ous that there was some cause 
of embarrassment between them, 
though for the moment he 
could not recollect what it 
was. In any case, there were 
more basic problems to irsolvr 
first. 

"What day ii it?" he asked. 

TflE days of the 
week have little meaning at sea. 
Apart from Sunday, their indi- 
viduality is negligible. The 
tendency is to think of the time 
in terms of location. She an- 
swered, "We're one day out of 
Port Said." 

"I've been unconscious for 
twenty-four hours?" 

"Nat so much, really. You'd 
have been awake earlier if we 
hadn't given you an injeriion " 
Seeing his anxiety, she spoke 
to reassure him "It's nothing 
really serious. You'll he up and 
about in a day or two." 

"Good." But his fears werr 
not completely allayed; perhaps 
she was trying to soothe him. 
"And I'll be able lo think all 
right ?" 

She laughed. "Of course." 
"I'm still pretty muddled at 
the moment, I can tell you." 

"That's usual It always 
passes off." 

She stood up, and he said 
quickly. "Don't go." 

"I thought you might want 
to go to sleep again." 
"No." 



The Round 

from page 21 

"Would you like to lit up?" 
"Yes, please." 

He spoke shortly, checking 
each sentence with care before 
putting it into speech. The 
effort of sitting up while she 
arranged the pillows was more 
disturbing than hr had antici- 
pated. The throbbing in bis 
head wu intensified. Never- 
theless, wh en he was fi nail y 
nettled in hit new position he 
frit a sense of achievement. 
A definite advance had been 
made. It had been worth it. 

She went back, to her chair. 
At they looked at each other 
in silence, the atmosphere of 
constraint ret urn tel. David 
icarchrd his mind for a cause. 
Hia memories: Lay in his mind 
like a shuffled pack of rards, 
without logic or sequence- ■ 
vainly he turned over one after 
.mother searching for a clue 
to their arrangement. Surely 
Ann could help htm. if onlv 
she would lay aside thia brisk 
professional iim and come rloser 
Co him. He stretched out a 
hand towards her. 

"Darling . . 

She "hook her head, not un- 
kindly. His hind dropped Y-. 1 
on to the s h ee L ' s You h ti l I 
haven't got everything straight 
yet," she naid. 

u l know. I'm still confusrd 
I—" 

He stopped suddenly. His 
memory was beginning to re- 
turn. The shufTlrd cards fell 
one by one into order. As the 
details of the events preceding 
his concussion fame back tu 
him, hr found himself wishing 
! hat rrcollerl.nn had bren de- 
layed a little lonniT. until hr 
had morr strength to deal with 
it. 



Voyage 

He looked at Ann unhappily. 
He woe aware of her patience 
and digni ty , the enormous 
sen se of rc asEurnn r e - i i - u . . ■- ■ 
She had loved him once, per- 
haps .nil did. He felt shame 
for the way lie had treated 
her. 

He put out his hand to 
touch tiers, caressing her fin- 
WTS gently. She suffered him 
for a moment, and then took 
her hand away. 

"I must be going/' she said. 

"Not just yet." 

Shr made nr« move to e-o, 
Thr liirht began to fade 
Through the porthole he could 
se e the h ea v t n s of the tt re y 
sea, the movements of the 
clouds above it. Now that they 
were in the Modi term ncan il 
was winter. In a week they 
would be in England. 

'Tve been wanting to say — " 
he laid awkwardly, " — thai 
I'm sorry. I've behaved very 
badly." 

"About what?" 

"About Julia." 

For a moment her atliiutfr 
of professional self-control 
showed signs of disintegration 
She suddenly rose from her sen' 
and went over to close MM of 
the porthnlrs When she sat 
down again she was a* calm 
as ever. Her features, he 
thought, werr Ii Ve a fejurwfni 
of soldiers trained to disci- 
pline. It was impossible to break 
the formation for long. 

"Yd sooner we didn't talk 
about that." 

"Yes. I understand. But 
there are one or tsvo thing* 
I want you to knnw— " Hr 
stumbled on It was impos- 
sible, he knew, to express ade- 
quately what he wanted to '..iv 
"You see, I quite realise that 
you're worth ten of hrr" 

"What am 1 to say to that?" 



hth - sa 1 d with mild irony . 
"Thank you very much ? M 

"No, of course not." He 
fell silent. He had hoped to 
be able to tell her that hit 
preference for Julia had been 
a result of deficient ies not in 
Ann, but in himself. But the 
right words eludr-d him. How- 
ever he phrased it, he would 
sound vain and egotistical. 
Why, after ail T should she care 
abo u t his motives ? 

14 1 think," she said, as if 
making a decision, "I'd better 
pry to make something clear to 
you, J know what you're 
struggling to tell me — I knew 
it all along. You were fond of 
me in your way, but it wasn't 
enough to be really important. 
Juit at the moment you warn 
me back again. I look good to 
you hrrr because I'm on home 
ground. Illness is my job. If 
I can't make an impression on 
yon now I never will be able 
to, Bu t I remember the first 
time you saw Julia." 

was trying to 
speak dispassionately, but she 
could not conceal the efTort re- 
quired to mention Julia's name. 
"At Castei's ihai night we went 
dancing in Sydney. She was 
on her home ground then. By 
comparison I was just dowdy 
and uninteresting. So you fell 
in luve with her." 

He wunted to deny it, but 
could not bring himself to do 
so. It was the truth, and they 
both knew it. By denying it 
he would not convince her — 
he would merely degrade him- 
Mil 

"You must think me utterly 
contemptible/ 1 he said miser- 
ably. 

"No, Jusi not verv grown- 
up. It's understandable. You 
came straight from school into 
this sort of existence, which 
doesn't bear very much re- 
lationship ro real life a* it's 



lived ashore. You meet a lot 
of people, but always under 
artificial circumstances, away 
front their background, so that 
you never really know them at 
all. Especially women. 

"You haven't any clear idea 
of what they're like, or what 
you wain from them I can sre 
you have to find out," her 
voice trembled, "'- -but 1 don'; 
want it to be at my expense." 

"I promise you " He 

stopped himself. Was not that, 
in ilscLf, an adolescent ihittg to 
say ? — fio man can make pro. 
misrs about his f inure 
emotions. And could he, even 
now, guarantee that if Julia 
came into thr room he would 
feel no stab of desire, no weak- 
ening of his resolution ? Sud- 
denly he felt heavy, exhausted. 
The conversation had drained 
his vitality: he wanted only 
to sleep. 

"I ran't talk any more." he 
aatd wearily. 

She got up immediately, her 
eyes anxious. "Are you ail 
right ?** 

"Jult vfry tired.- 1 
*'I knew it was a mistake to 
talk ao much " She let down 
the bed-rest so that he was 
Iving flat again, rearranged thr 
pillows and the bedclothes. 
Are you romf or table ?" 
"Yes, thanks." 
"Bow the light from the 
porthole bother you? I can 
draw the curtain.*' 

"No. leave it." He had an 
obscure terror of waking □p 
and not kn o win g whe th r r it 
was day or night. 

"Now, don' l worry abou t 
anything. Forget what we were 
talking about. It's important 
for you to rest. And ring for 
me whenever you want/* 

He closed his eyes and let 
his hrad sink into the pillow. 
The throbbing in the right 
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temple was uill present, 
duller, less urgent Through 
the lassitude: that envrlaped 
hmi he was conscious of the 
rustle of her clothing us she 
bent over him, the faint touch 
of her lips on his cheek. "Sleep 
vrell . . 

lit the morning he fell better 
ami wu Allowed to sit up in a 
chair. He found himself a little 
unsteady on his feet, but not so 
much ju he had feared. A 
shave, and a smaller dressing 
Oli his bead, did wonders for 
his appearance. 

After breakfast Fellows canie 
in to examine him When he 
had finished he said, "How's 
(be head?" 

"Not sn bnd. It burn much 
less lodty." 

"Your nervous system's quite 
normal.*' 

"I'm glad of that." 
"Jresumably," Frliowi ex- 
plained, "there hasn't been any 
bleeding inside your skull. 
You've been lucky — it was quite 
a blow." 

"1 suppose," ' said David 
thoughtfully, "that it must have 
been one of the R/cascii who 
hit mc?" 

"That's the presumption. But 
it's not going to be too easy 
to pin il down. The captain 
1MB working on thnn all yester- 
day without getting anywhere. 
Most of them were barricaded 
in around the store-rooms — 
they couldn't possibly have had 
anything to do with it. Presum- 
ably there must have been one 
or two others wandering about 
separately, but who they are 
we don't know. Everything was 
in such confusion-" 

"Yes." It occurred to David 
that there was »n important 
gap in bis knowledge. "How 
did il all end?" 

Fellows gave him an account 
of the closing scenes of the 
rial. 

"Rather a triumph for 
Slide." said David at the end. 

"Yes. The general feeling is 
lh3t thr men were no surprised 
to sec him that it put Ihcm 
right off their stride. Of coarse, 
it's a wonderful topic of con- 
versation." 

"1 can imagine." 

"It's put the Cranston-Smith 
affair quire in the shade." 

"Hal he done anything about 
that'" 

"Yes. I don't know what's 
got into the old boy. Accord- 
ing to report he summoned her 
to the Presence yesterday and 
tarrly tore into her. Practically 
told her she was making a 
nuisance of herself abuul noth- 
ing and that he had more im- 
portant matters to deal with. 
If she wanted to take an action 
when the got back lo England 
she cook) do to for all he cared 
She retired in floods of irars. 

"And Floydr 

"I don't know quilt what 
he's up to Sladr daily re- 
fuses to see him. He posted 
a sentry on the steps leading 
up to thr bridge to see no one 
goes up there without permis- 
sion/' 

"What happened about the 

i- r ■ i i - f 

"He had them all up and 
loejred rhrrn They're confined 
to thr ship until we get hmur. 
and then ii's up jo the directors 
to decide whether to prosecute 
them. I should think . they will. 
There's been quite a lot of 
damage." 

David nodded appreciatively. 
SladV appeared to be at last 
attacking hi* problems with 
cotrunendablr decisiwsies*. Hit 
success in quelling the riot 
serened to have put new life 
into him- "That doesn't sound 
loo bad." he said "Is that all?" 

"All thai I know of Though 
I have an idea that there' ■ 
some sort of a crisis in the 
purser's office this morning 
Ackerman's very anxious to tee 
you — alone." 

David laughed "He's prob- 
ably ipiit a bottle of ink on 
the passenger list. Bui you'd 
better In hfm in. all the same." 
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Ackcmiun closed the dour 
and jdvjiKni solemnly toward* 
the chair. 

1 i ■ - i I * ■ Ackers," said David 
cheerfully. 
"Helta, " 

Immediately, from hi* voice, 
it was obvuius lha( something 
wai seriously wrung. David be- 
gan uj feel a pulse beating 
rapidly in hii head. He said, 
"What * thr matter? 1 ' 

Ackcnnati did nut reply 
directly. As he came nearer, 
ihe livht (ram the porthole fell 
on his usually cheerful face. 
Today it was drawn with 
anxiety. 

"Are you feeling all right?" 
he asked David. 

"Yea." 

"Because what I'm going to 
tell you ruifiht be rather a 
shock. 1 hope you can stand 

iL" 

,4 Yw ." said David impati- 
ently. M of ronne I can, For 
heaven's take cume out with it. 
What'i happened P* 

Ackermrtn swallowed. "I 
wai checking over the ufe last 
ntprti- There'* luuie money 
\w-;,'n. 

"Mow much?" 

"Five thousand dollars." 

K-i a uionicut David looked 
at him irjcech>*s.y. Then hr 
said, in a voice which seemed 
to hitn quite unlike hii own, 
"But how — arc you sure?" 

"Yea-" Ackciman gave a 
short, forced laugh. "You can 
imagine lha : Bodkin and I 
checked it pretty earrfully. You 
know these bundles of fifty- 
dollar hi II 3 we took on in San 
Francisco 7" 

David nodded. 

"Well, the back tows were 
tTussinc;- The row* jn front 
were Mtautly as usual, so that at 
a casual glance you wouldn't 
notice anything wrong. Some- 
body must have taken tno*- 
bundles out, removed the bark 
row. and replaced thr front ones 
again. It had hern done very 
carefullv. As a matter of fact 
il was pure chance that Bodkin 
spotted i L He fust happened 
to move one of thv blJttUM lu 
make room for something else, 
and he noticed there was noth- 
ing behind it " 



Hi 



looked 

misery* 



David in helpl<- 
thia final catastrophe was almost 
more than he could stand He 
law tbr ruins of a praunxing 
career lying at his feet. The 
possible cotittquencei were no 
less serious for David himself, 
mrt the sight of Ar-kerrnaii's des- 
pair was sufficient to demon- 
str.itr the necessity of keeping 
his head. He struggled to romc 
to grips with thr problem. A 
tut .fern was rmerjrinji. He 
tested the farts he knew, one 
by one, Ui see if they would In 
Then he said to Ackcrman. 
"Tiicrc was no sign of violence 
to the safe?" 

M None whatever," 
"So that means a key. 
You and I arc the only ones 
who have keys. Can you ac- 
count for yours?" 

Ackermon noddrd. He pro- 
duced j ring of keys from his 
trauser pocket. M It'i on the 
ring here. I ll swear it's never 
been out of my possession." 

David said. "Would you pass 
me my coat?" 

Arkenrtan went lo the ward- 
robe and look out his clothes. 
Mr bid them on the bed and 
David rati through the pockets 
several times. Everytkinp clir 
was there, even his waltri ron- 
taining money — but no krys. 

'They're not there?" asked 
Arkermati. 

"Nu" 

David rose from his chair 
and began to take off his 
dressing-gown. 
"I say," Ackermau protested. 

"arc you all rich. ? I mean 

i 

"Don't worry about me. 1 
feel fine." In fact, he fell more 
th.in a little light-hcidrd but 
there was no oh|ect in iaytrnf 
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so. Within ten minutes he was 
dressed. Jaxnuog in die mirror, 
he decided thai his appearance 
would pasx Apart from a cer- 
tain pallor, he looked relatively 
normal 

"We'll go to my cabin first,'' 
Thr cabin was tidy and 
showed nu sign of having been 
broken into 07 disturbed in am 
way. Against ouc wall was a 



hut there km nothing to be 
learnt from ihrin Ai keririiiti 
still said nothing. HU cmbar- 
raismrnt hung heavy in the uir. 
Ua rid said. "J didn t lea Vt 
thetn herr." 
"You didn't?" 

"No, It's the sort uf thing 
one might do. by care less nesa 
every now and then, llui not 
this time. You see, 1 remcmlier 
hx-king the safe before I went 
up lo see the captain during 
the riot. Hr sent mc niraiph' 




desk which served also aa a 
dressing- tabli". David pulled 
mil the drawers one by one and 
began to search through them. 
He found nothing of si en ili • 
rarrce 

Then, ns he was about to 
turn away, hr picked up a stud- 
txrx which was lying on the 
desk and opened it- Inside, 
among studs. rrdT^rnks, collar- 
bones, shoe-laces, and other 
bric-a-brac, was lying a bnurh 
of keys 

Acker-man said nothing. 

David tf.ru tin ised the keys. 



down to see about the firr in 
rhe galley— so I must have been 
carrying than then." 

Ackcrman could not conreai 
his relief. "So thr man who 
knocked you out must have 
pinched them?" 

"Yes. I should imagine h I 
saw me moving about on niv 
own in the accommodation and 
suddenly saw his opportunity. 
Hr could hit me on the head 
and pinch the keys — everybody 
would assume it had jusi hap- 
pened in the course of the 
fighting. Then, that night . h* 



tould take the money out of 
[he safe, lock it, and put the 
keys back in this box. hoping 
I'd think I left (hem here by 
mistake. I probably would have 
done, if you hadn't told me the 
money was missing-" 

"Yes." said Ac kernt an. "1 
suppose \l\ possible . . . 

-Why not?" 

"I don't know. It's just— 
well, il would take some nerve, 
wouldn't it? And the man 
wou Id have to know wh.i i h •■ 
was doing, even if he h.Td your 
krys. There arm " t ma n y of 
our chaps I can imagine being 
able to pull it ofl - ." 

"Ye». That's quite true/" 
Suddrnly he felt very tired. 
" W ho known ahou l this so 
far?" 

**Only Bodkin and ourselves. 
T thought I ought to lei you 
know first ." 

'Tin glad you did." He 
uru*lrd as npassiningly •■ he 
could- "It** my problem now. 
Don't worry about ii. What- 
ever happens, thry can't blame 
you." 

"Or you, if it comes to 
lhaL" 

"No — not reasonably.' 1 
David spoke with more con- 
viction than he felt. The atti- 
tudr of the company would 
not necessarily be governed by 
mrrr reason. There was j natu- 
ral tendency io blame somebody, 
if not specifically, at least by 
implication. Far too many things 
had happened on this voyage 
to br written off entirely to bad 
luck, Thr theft of the money 
was liable to be the last straw 



I 



T would mean 

vouble for all of them — him- 
self. Ackcrman, Bodkin. And, 
of course, the captain, since the 
captain took an indirect re- 
sponsibility for every tl.iui* that 
happened aboard the ship. 

It could well be .ugued that 
if (he captain had managed 
the crew hr-tier therr would 
have been no riot, and hence 
no opportunity to attack the 
purser in the confusion and 
hence no rouberv of the safe 
. . . And so on. There was 
never any difficulty in establish- 
ing such a chain of guilt if 
they felt so inclined. 

It was vital, for all their 
sakes, tliat the money should 
be recovered. It tnusl be still 
on board the ship Whoevrr 
had taken it would be hoping 
chat the theft would remain 
undiscovered until he bad been 
ahlr to get the money ashore 
at Naples. 

'Tm gamg up Id see the 
captain now/" David said. 

"Do you want mc to come, 
loo?" 

*"Nat for the moment. He 
may want to speak to you later, 
though." 

"O.K. m go back to thr 
office, then. Best of hick.** 

"Thanks/' 

As they went out of the rahin 
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door. Ackcrman said, "I wonder 
who on earth il could be. 1 * 

~\ wonder," taid David. 

But in his own mind he had 
no doubt whatevcr- 

"And you think." said the 
vaptjin. "that you know who 
did it 5 ' 

"Yes, sir." * 

"Who?" 

David's mouth wai dry He 
rwallowcd and laid. "A man 
nfim tii Dillon . sir." 

5 lade wrinkled his brows. "I 
don't think I've heard of him." 

"He's a strwiird. He was onlv 
jitrned on at Melbourne." He 
hootated. re hints for ihe best 
method of approach. "I have 
reason to believe that he s a 
man with a criminal record. 
iraveilinkT on a false passport 

"How do you know this**' 

"Well, sir- I suppose I'd 
brticr explain." He went on 
miserably- "The truth it ihai 
I was responsible for pedinc 
hini on the ship " 

' 'You knew h c had forged 
papers?" 

"Ye». sir " 

"Then why on earth — - 

"T did it to oblige scmie 
people I knew in Sydney. They 
assured me he hudn't done any- 
thins! serioiuly wroni;.'" It was 
tme, he reminded his ronwiem e 
— Mr. Johnson had said . . . 
On thr other hand, he could 
not pretend to himself that he 
was beitu; entirely honest with 
the captain. 

Skidr regarded him grimly 
"You realise," he said, "die 
ipavity of what you've done?" 

"1 do indeed, sir.** 

"I hope so But wr'll come 
bark in that later " He made 
a few notes on a sheet of pnper 
"1 don't nee how you can be 
su'c that he's the man." 

"I can 1 ! prove it but I'm 
absolutely certain. It was 
obviously a professions) job." 

"Yes." said SJadr. "I'll agree 
with vou about thai Wrirurver 
did this was a person of ex- 
perience and intelliinrnre. Thr 
q uestion is — what is he likciv 
to do now?" 

"My information » thai he's 
going to jump ship ai Naples," 

"I see" Slade was ailem for 
a moment "Even if you're 
right, this isn't stoini; to be too 
easy to handle. We could do 
with tome expert assistance. 
Fortunately we're prr/uiog into 
Naples tomorrow evening. ] 
think the best thine would be 
to get sornebody from their 
police department to come on 
with the pilot I'll arrange fur 
that. Then wc can sec what 
hr advises. In the meantime 
well keep the affair between 
ourselves. We shall stand a bet- 
ter chance of cntchinK him if 
he thinks we haven't vet dis- 
covered the, iheft. Don't you 
agree?" 

"Yes, sir. I'll teil Ackcrman 
and Bodkin to iav norhhTg.'' 

"Good. Now," SUde said 
heavily, "for your own posi- 
tion "' 

He took the sheet of paper 
on which be had been making 
nfttes, hioked over it cftfefully. 
and dropped it back on to- bis 
desk. Then he sat for a little 
while in sihmrr. as if wondering 
how lo begin Finally he IHted 
his head and looked David 
squarely in the eyes. 

"Do yon want to s»y with 
thif ship?" he asked. 

The approach wai unex- 
pected. David was ready to 
stand up against invective, he 
had braced himself to take 
whatever the captain had to 
give in that connection. He 
had. after all. deserved it But 
he wai not prepared for answer- 
ing difTirult questions. He floun- 
dered 

"1 want you to think before 
you repjy." thr tapoin went on 
"I know perfectly we)) ihai a 
lot of y«u young men in the 
piirsrr's department get tired of 
their life after a few years. 
You" re not like ihe deck officers, 
who are tied to the tea by their 
training Now. if you ore one 
of those who are just waiting 
around until an attractive jjft 
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ashore romcj up, there's no use 
my wasting my breath on you, 
W»'U ,i S n you off at the end 
of the voyage and that's that. 

"On the other hand, ynu may 
he just ei silly young Too! who's 
done a silly, dangerous thins; 
uul of iheer irresponsibility." 
He paused. "Now you've had 
time to think. You might jis 
well he honest Do you vuni 
to nay with this ship?" 

The mumem was here at 
last. He could no longer deal 
in wish-fulfilment and fantasy. 
He must taie the ..irrevocable 

step- And, suddenly, in 

that mumem, he knew he could 
not take it. Something had 
changed hijn during this voyage, 
without hil knowledge Was it 
the a§ sumption of responsi- 
bility, the failure of hii affair 
with Julia ? He did not ktiuw. 
But when thr Issue was put 
squarely before him. he did not 
want to leave the sea. 

He had thought at one time 
that the ship could run itself, 
that there was no real work 
wonhv of his talents, hut recent 
events had proved him wrung. 
There was a job for him to do, 
of whii'h the despised cocktails 
and ibe dancing and tombola 
were only an insignificant frac- 
tion. Perhaps, if the captain 
would Hand by him, he would 
be allowed to remain here and 
do it as best he could — to com- 
plete the painful and laborious 
process of his growing up. 

"Yes, sir." he said. "I'd like 
to stay " 

"You mean that?" 

"Yea, sir." 

"I warn you to realise that 
oven if you do. it isn't very 
likely that you'll be allowed to. 
Ai I've said before. I don't 
like breaking a man for one 
offence, but the decision may 
not rest with me. If that 
monev isn't recovered, the 
directors will want a full ex- 
planation of how the thief got 
on the ship. You understand 
me ?" 

"Yes, lir," 

"That would mean the end 
of vou." He paused. "If we 
get the money back, there's no 
great harm done and it may be 
possible to manage thing] dif- 
ferently Afler all. I do give 
you credit lor the fa^i that 
you've made □ clean breast of 
your part in the affair. It 
might, under those circum- 
stances, be reasonable for me to 
regard this conversation as con- 
fidential." 

"Thank you, sir." said David. 
He added awkwardly, "Tut 

very grateful " 

"Don't speak too soon." the 
captain cut in "You may have 
nothing to be grarcful about I 
don't want ymi to get the idea 
[hat I'm taking an induljrent 
view of this. I might as well 

tell vou now " he looked at 

David with distaste, " — that I 
think that you hare hehaved dis- 
•!ri"-fullv and betrayed the 
truit put in you bv the com 
pany ft's particularly deplor- 
able that this should have hap- 
pened on the first occasion 
when you were given charge of 
vour department.' 1 
"I'm very sorry, lir." 
"It's extremely disappointing 
'n me personally, since on the 
whole I thought ynu were 
taking the responsibility very 
well. But it seems you are not 
io mature a» I had thought." 

David winced. Thil was the 
•econd time within twenty-four 
hours that he had been brought 
farr to fare with his own im- 
maturity, ft was a novel and 
painful experience. 

The captain grunted dijgusl- 
cdlv and went ui>, "However, 
if the monev'i found and it's 
left to me to decide. I'm pre- 
pared to take a chance on vou. 
['■ii hoping that you will have 
Vint enough to tearh vou to 
Iwhave yourself in future. If 
ynu haven't, there's no place 
for you in (hit company." 

Ifr forced himself to took at 
David. Behind the conventional 
expression of severity there was 
pain in his eyct. Now any fail- 
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ure on the part of one of his 
offictn was a reminder uf hit 
own failure in the past. Mix 
offer of leniency had been 
prompted to some extent by 4 
sense of guilt. Could he be sure 
■mi, Lick of leadership from 
above was not partly respon- 
sible for this yuung nun'i fool- 
ishness. ? 

He pushed .aside such un- 
profitable speculations. "That'll 
all," he said. 

Ai night the Bay of Naples 
was a glittering semicircle uf 
light reflected in the waters of 
the bay. The Capricorn stoppi-d 
and dropped her anchor, 
Liumhrs bobbed .1 round her 
gangway, discharging rluuda of 
officials. Thr ihippinR agent 
came aboard, accompanied by 
the British consul, after paying 
a call on the captain, rhey de- 
parted, bearing with ihrm the 
Ruyiuunds, for whom a special 
rrce p t ion had been organised 
ashore. The remainder of the 
passengers and crew stood bv 
fhr raii and argued about the 
precise position of Vesuvius. It 
had been announced that the 
ship would dock on the follow- 
ing morning and leave again at 
dusk. 

About an hour after they had 
.iru bored, David was summoned 
ro the captain's cabin. Sitting 
opposite to Slade was a slight, 
dark, thin-faced man in .in 
olive-green raincoat; as David 
came in he rose to his feet and 
smiled, a reserved cat-like smile. 
A cluster of tiny wrinkles 
appeared at the corners of his 
eyes. 

The captain said, "This h 
Mr. Howard, our purser," 

The man held out his hand. 
""RaVardo," he announced in a 
staccato voice. 

They shook hands and sat 
down. 

il Sifpnor Ricardo is from the 
police department in Naples," 
said the captain. "He's here (o 
help ns in connection with the 
'heir from the office. Fortu- 
nately, he speak* excellent Eng- 
lish." 

"Thani you." Ricardo ex- 
plained modestly "I was an in- 
terpreter with the American 
AriDv two years." 

'Tvr explained the position 
to him. He seems quite optim- 
istic about it." 

Ricardo took one of the cap- 
mini cigarettes out of a box 
by his side. "You permit 

"Bv all means, help yourself." 
Slade pushed ft lighter across 
towards him. Ricardo lit his 
cigarette and puffed at it with 
leisurely enjoyment- 

"1 think maybe we can do 
something." he laid "Rut we 
must go about it carefully. 
Firstly. I wish to know thi«: 
which do you want to get more, 
the man or the money?" 

"The monev is the important 
thing,'" said Slade. 

"That's" as I thought. No use 
gritinff thr man if he throws 
the note* over thr side first, 
ha?" 

'"Exactly." 

"So we must go for him — " 
he madr a iinumis movement 
with hii hand, M — delicately. 
That eliminates certain conven- 
tion^ method* of westieation. 
For instance, *rarchinp ihe ship. 
We should need twenty men lo 
do (hat proper! v. and bv the 
time we were finished the 
money would certainly be at the 
bottom of the harbor The 
same difficulty applies to an 
interrogation," 

"I doubt whether you'd (jet 
anywhere." said the rnptnin. 

"I agree. For a successful in- 
terrogation one requires a ro- 
operative attitude on the part 
DC al Vast some of those inter- 
rogated. In my experience, 
sailor*, especially foreign sailors, 
are very rarely co-operative 
with the police. Partirularlv in 
a matter of this sort- After all, 
why should They care if the 
company has been rohlxrd ?" 
He gave his c u rioui, tight- 



lipped grin again- "They ore 
probably pleased." 

"Then what do you propose 
to do?" 

"Taking it for granted," said 
Rkardo, "that this nt-ward — 
what it hii name — ?" 

"Dillon. "' 

"Dillon Yes Then taking ii 
That he is the man we want, he 
will be planning lo get the 
money ashore at Nuolc*. 
Correct ? Then we shall do the 
simple, sensi b ie thing — we 
shall wait for him to go ashore. 
Then we shall catch him with 
thr money. It is obvious, 1 * 

"Yrs," said David. Therr was 
doubt in his voice. Ricnrdo's 
plan was, he felt, rather too 
simple. Hr could not believe 
that Dillun would allow himself 
to be trapped so easily. 

Riratdo looked at him 
sharply tt teemed as if his 
vanity had been hurt "There 
ii wmethinK wrong with the 
plan?" 

"No. not really. Tt 1 just that 
- he's a pretty sharp sort of 



was called. Everything wa» to 
be left to Ricardo. .As .J way 5 
• in 1 nlering port there was a 
threat dral of work to do, and 
the three pursers were krpt 
bmy during the morning. But 
throughout it all thry listened 
eagerly for the telephone. 
David knew that the anxiety of 
Ackeiman and Bodkin must be 
uJlMiflt as grrjtf as his own. He 
tried, with little success, to 
keep his mind on what he was 
doing. 

Lunchtime riimc, and there 
was no word- Surely Dillon 
must have gonr ashore by now? 
David wnndrred whether Ric- 
ardo really knew his Job — he 
had sei-ined rather caMJnl and 
overconfident the nigh t before. 
Perliaps ... a doom gloom v 
possibilities occurred to hiiu. 
YVirh each half-hour that pasfed 
the outlook appeared more 
ho pelrss. 

At half-past two the tele- 
phone rang. David snatched 
the receiver off the hook. 

"Mr Howard?" 

"Yes." 

"Ricardo here." The voice 




"1 osj notice thai whwnfvef you %*>t down to roan, he 
atari* that hn-ha-lio stuff" 



fellow, vou know. I don't think 
we should underrate him." 

"But he has 10 get the money 
ashore." pointed out Ricardo 
rather irritably. "You must 
agree with that?" 

"Oh, yes." 

"And rtrmember also that he 
docs not know that he i* sus- 
pected. That will make him 
less cautious." 

"That's true." David gave 
way. Perhaps he was being un- 
necessarily pessimistic. 

"We shall not only watch 
him, of course. Everyone who 
leaves the ship — crew and 
passengers - will be scrutin- 
ised and if necessary searched. 
Such a quantity of notes- can- 
not be concealed in a man's 
pocket." 

"No They'll make a siieable 
package." 

"T have men who are very 
used to uirh matter*." He 
turned lo Sladr. "Do not worry. 
Captain. He will nor he able 
to get them past us," 



was crisp, businesslike; it con- 
veyed nothing. 

"Please to come ashore im- 
mediately. 1 Ain in an office in 
thr Custom* *hcd. My man on 
the gangway wii] bring v..>u 10 
me."'' 

David's anxiety got the bet' 
ter of his caution "Is every- 
thing all right?" 

There was a clirk and the 
line went dead — the plainr-fit 
of snubs. David replaced his 
own receiver and turned to 
Ackennan. In an official man- 
ner, be said . "I have to go 
□shore now Would you mind 
taking charge ?" 

At the bottom of the gang- 
way were the usual Customs 
officers, reinforced bv two uni- 
formed policemen, Standing 
behind them was a thickset 
man in plain ciuthes with a 
bl ue chi n and a melancholy . 
dyspeptic expression. 

His trilby hi.t wtii curiously 
high in the crown, and was of 
a liuhr fawn color, dottrd here 



and there with grease spots. 
He looked like a man who had 
spent an unprofitable morn- 
ing, 

He came forward and 
motioned to David to accom- 
pany him. In silence they 
walked into the Customs shed. 
Thr plainclothes man knocked 
al the door of a small office 
Inside was Ricardo, fritting or] 
.1 < hair underneath a narrow, 
grimy window. 

When they were both seated 
hr sa id. "Your friend Dillon 
did not have the money,' 1 

Though David had been pre- 
pared for bud news, thr reality 
was nevertheless a shock. "You 
searched him ?" 

' 'Na t u rail y . And also seve- 
ral Other men. SO as not to 
give the impression that he 
alone was suspected." 

There was a silence. "I don't 
understand," <aid David. 
"Wbai do you suppose could 
hn vr hrtpprned V 1 

"Therr are several possible 
explanation*. He might have 
induced a friend to take the 
monev ashore- for him. But 1 
do not think so. Everybody, 
passenger* and I rrw. was care- 
fully scrutinised. A parrel of 
that size could not hr concealed 
from us. He might have de 
eided to leave the monev on 
board " He paused. "There is 
also, of course, a third possi- 
bility— n , 

He allowed his words to 
hang significantly in the air 
ft wa% ubviuij* what he mr^m 
"You mean," said David un- 
comfortably, "that he might 
not be the man ?" 

"Yes," Ricardo spread his 
hands, palms upwards, "fiut 
then — how should 1 know ? 1 
am told so little. Your captain 
Mm — this man Dillon is a 
i'nmiiuil. he has a forged pass- 
port, I ask, how is this known? 
But the captain says he can- 
not irll me. It is- — he says — 
what is the word?" Ricardo 
made a pretence of trying to 
rcmrrniirr, then brought out 
the ward, savoring it like a 
connoisseur. " — Confidential 
Ha?" 
,r Ycs." 

"And then there is you. You 
are certain he takes the monev 
and will get off thr ship at 
Naples I wonder how you are 
io certain." He shrugged nil 
shoulders, ^'AWo confidential." 

He waited for comment, but 
David said norhing. "Very well 
— it is your money, d rannnt 
rompel you to confide in mr 
But it is difficult to do ones 
best work under such cirrum- 
stances." 

"1 quite umJemand that/ 
said David sympathetically 
"None of us will blame vou if 
things go wrong." 

"So." Ricardo nodded his 
head sharply in appreciation, 
and disposed of the «ubjeci 
Now perhaps you will be in- 
terested to know where he is ai 
rhia moment ?" 

"Yn« had him followed ?" 



"Of course. He made very 
careful attempts to evaxlr triy 
men, which perhaps has toot 
si gnific anc c in i uelf , I m, 
hoping hr thinks he hat ur. 
eecded." 

"Where is he?" 

*'He is at a place knowii u 
the Ristorante MirabeUa. Yon 
know it?" 

"No." 

"It is a place which roe 
might rxpect such a man to 
visit. Tt i" — " his voice look 
on an ironical note, "—v. ry 
quiet and convenient- Men L 'o 
there to meet each other. V. u 
understand?" 

"Yes." Like the u- ash op in 
Sydney, he thought. He could 
almost hear Mt. Johnson 
voire* see those full lips pou 
ing over his Lump of browr 
sodden sugar. "1 understand 

"He has been sitting ih< : 
for half an hour. I haw twr 
men watching him. He apprai 
to be waiting for somcbod •- 
It occurred to me that von 
might like to go and watch 
also. If he is to meet sntm 
body from the ihip, you woulu 
recognise them. 1 ' 

"Yes— certainty" He tried 
to sound agreeable. evei. 
pleased, but the proposal fillr 
him with dismay He had n 
wish to be present when Dillnr 
was arrested. Knowing to- 
man, it was only too like! 
that he would try to drag jp, 
many people down with hir 
B| posiible. and the sioht 0 
David among his pursuer 
would be more than enough 
to enrage htm. Thii was a mm- 
imdesimhlr development. Bur 
there was no way of avoidini 
it 

"Rorromco will lake you ■ 
The plainclothes man g^t up 
from his r ha i r and u <herrti 
David out He led thr wav 
through the Customs Hiii'r 
into the street. Outside iht 
dock gate he signalled to a taxi 
and mu t teTed something in - 
midiblr into the driver's ear 

II was an old taxi, and the 
hack seat smelt faintly bui 
unmistakahlv of cats. Dnvid 
considered the advisability oi 
attempting to establish some 
rudimentary form of commu- 
nication with Borromeo. but 
decided against it. The detec- 
tive appeared to be a man of 
melancholy and taciturn dis- 
position. 

After a while he slipped oft 
one nf his pointed brown shoo 
and began to massage a bunion 
on his right foot, 

They passed through the 
centre of the town and headed 
east. Here the tenements rose 
like canyon wall* on either side 
of the narrow, festering street*. 
The women sat in the doorways 
or hung out their wa*ihin*f from 
one balrony to another, carry- 
ing on interminable conversa- 
tions which seemed at anv 
moment to be about to resolve 
themselves in violence. Below 
them the children, dark, savage. 
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They moved into dock »t 
ten o'clock the next morning 

Naples, in the blriik January 
daylight, was like n beautiful 
but ageing woman ahrr a late 
night. There weir low clouds 
covering all the hills around 
and on the city itself descendrd 
a thin, persistent drizile more 
typical qf Scotland than of 
Campania. 

The rain dripped over the 
sides of the congested gutters, 
ran down the peeling stucru 
wall* .ind acrmnulatcd t. pool^ 
on the pavement^ where bare- 
footed urchins paddled and 
splashed rach other I hi- arlul - 
.ursed and huddled together in 
doorwayi. The passengers on 
the Capricorn put "n their 
mackintoshes and srood by thr 
rail, glaring resentfully at this 
damp and dilapidated prospect, 
no different fmm the rolnrrd 
photogTaphfl issued by the 
travel bureau. 

They were cheered later 
when the rain stopped and they 
went ashore in an unexpected 
exreas of heat. 

David had been instructed 
10 stay in the office until he 
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ill-dad, and barefooted, played 
in the gutters, jcatlrrinn at each 
blait of a motor-horn, pelting 
ike can with garbage as they 
passed by. 

Borromeo paid off the laai 
on a cornet. They began to 
walk. After passing through a 
mair of alleyi they came out at 
the back door of a tenement. 
Bor ronjfo opened the door and 
walked along a dark corridor 
and up a staircase. He lecmed 
to know the bouie wrll 

They wore in an apartment 
which ci»n»i«1ed of two rooms, 
» bed-sitting-room of moderate 
store and a tinv kitchen. Thr 
main room contained a thread- 
bare carpel, two ancient pluih 
chairs, one with a gaping knife 
wound in ihe seal, an unmade 
bed imperfectly concealed be- 
hind a torn lace curtain, and 
the smell of cheap brandy. 

It wai a corner room and 
I here were two windowm, one 
on each exterior wall At the 
larger of these was sitting a 
small, parchment-fared man its 
a linylet and a pair of old 
flannel trousers. 

When they entered, the man 
turned round and said some- 
thing to Borromeo. Borromeo 
grumed a reply and then an 
instruction. Thr man grinned, 
displaying an array of stunted, 
blackened teeth and went into 
the kitchen 

Borromeo took his place by 
At window and motioned to 
David to join him. David 
lonked over his shoulder. 
Through a hole in the late cur- 
tain it was possible to see almost 
directly down on to a street 
corner. There was a cafe on 
the comer which, aji usual, bar) 
spread itself on to the pave- 
ment — an awning, a vermouth 
advertisement, a few metal 
tables and chain 

At one of the tables Dillon 
was sitting with a vrrrnouth and 
a bottle of soda water in front 
of him. He was smoking a 
cigarette and lounging back in 
his chair with the altitude of a 
man who has an the time hs the 
world to spend, fie was well 
but not obtrusively dressed in 
a light grey nit: his long leg! 
projected forward at the side 
of the table, ending in a ptttr 
of new brown suede shoes with 
thick crepe soles. 

He was pretending to read a 
newspaper, hut from David's 
point of vantage it was possible 
to see that hi* eyes were look- 
ing over the lop of the paper, 
watching the street. 

"That's him all right," said 
David. , 

Borromeo grunted. It was a 
sligbtly irritable grunt which 
suggested that he knew per- 
fectly well who it was without 
being told. He seemed lo con- 
sider now that be bad done all 
in the way of explanation that 
was required of him. He 
settled down in his chair as 
comfortably as possible, his eves 
fixed on the hole in the curtain, 
and lit a cheroot. 

David wandered aimlessly 
about the room He frit some- 
what Jt a loss. Plainly Bor- 
romeo did nor like him and was 
merely putting up with his 
presence because he had been 
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'.•■id to. There was no room 
for more than one person at 
the spyhole. The othet two 
(.hairs in ihr room were uncom- 
fortable and smelt musty. Who 
was the man with the bad 
teeth, he wondered, the tenant 
of the Rai? A police informer? 

Another ten or fifteen 
minutes passed and nothing 
happened. The room was be- 
ginning to fill with smoke flora 
Borromeo' ■ cheroot: it hung in 
an acrid cloud, polluting even 
further the stale, dusty air. 
David looked around for some 
other means of ventilation. It 
was - obviously out of the 
question to tamper with Bor- 
romeo'* window, but there was 
the window on the orber wall. 
He walked quierly over lo il 

It was stiff, as if it had nnt 
been touched for some month) 
but with a little persuasion it 
came open. David put his head 
out witb relief. Even the street 
odor of decaying vegetable 
matter was preferable to Bor- 
romeo* s cigar. He found him- 
self looking into a side street 
si right-angles to the one where 
the Cafe \firabella was situ- 
ated, a narrow alley which 
sloped gently down towards the 
main renrre of the citv. 

In thr distance he could in- 
ter the trami and the crowd' 
of shoppers in one of the vriH' 1 
avenues. A taxi turned en* 
of the avenue and bumped ii* 
way up the hill, clearing th'* 
rhildren out of its path with 
blasts of the horn. David 
watched it idly. Who, he won- 
dered without any real curi- 
osity, would take a taxi into a 
part of the town like this? 

At that moment Ihe taxi 
stopped as if at a sudden com 
mand. The door opened and a 
woman got out: a woman in .1 
grey dress which might have 
succeeded in looking unobtru- 
sive in Claridgc's or the St. 
Regis: a tall woman, a ffttfc 
too thin for real beauty, with .1 
shining mane of auburn hrot 
. . . She spoke to the taxi-driver 
and then looked up the street 
straight towards him. Das-id 
slammed Ihe window shut 

Borrotneo turned round irrit- 
ably at the noise. David smiled 
and made a fanning gesture 
with bis hand to explain his 
need for fresh air. Then be 
sauntered to the door. 

Borromeo grunted and turned 
back to the window. 

He went out of the room and 
closed the door behind him. it 
was essential nor, to give any 
appearance of haste. The 
yellow-faced man was sitting in 
:he kitchen and regarded him 
with dull curiosity as he passed 
lly into the corridor. He moved 
at a walking pace as far as 
the corner and then broke into 
a run. 

He went down the stairs two 
at a time, raced along the lower 
corridor, and out of the house 
door failo the back courtyard. 
From here thrre was a narrow 
passage which led through into 
the street. 

When he reached the street 
he haltrd and made sure of his 
bearings. Thr cafe was round 
the corner to his left, the 
window he had looked qui of 
juil above his head, the side 
street where he had seen Julio 
opened out directly opposite to 
him. Thrre was no point in 
being too careful now. Speed 
was the important thing: it was 
essential to cut her off before 
she reached thr Mirabella. 

He ran across the road and 
looked down the side street hut 
in time to see hit turn off to 
her right Thai would bring 
her lo the Mirabella along ihe 
street parallel to lhi" He 
turned left, ran along to the 
next intersection, and lurried 
right again. He was not more 
than twentv yards frmn the cafe 
and be could see Dillon, still 
hidden behind hi« paper, still 
waiting al his table on the 
pavement. 

He slipped into a doorway 
and waited Hr rould hear the 
click of hi»h heels coming 
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nearer and nearer tu his pbee 
of concealment. Fortunately 
die street was almost destined. 
He wondered il Dillon had seen 
Julia It was just possible, but 
by no means certain. 

As she came abreast of Finn 
he seized bcr by the arm and 
pulled her sharply into the 
doorway She made surpris- 
ingly little resistance. Il was 
almost as if she had been ex- 
pecting something like this. 
When she saw who il was she 
looked at him with astonish- 
ment and indignation, but alto, 
hr thought, with a liltlr rrlirf 



U> indulge in an outburst of 
indignation, he stopped him- 
self. These was obviously a 
great deal which required ex- 
planation, but this was not the 
time. "Never mind about that 
for the moment. We've got 
to get you away from here." 

She recoiled from him. "No! 
I've got tu see him. I prom- 
Lied " 

"Don't talk like a footl" 
Fear fur himself, fear for her, 
a vision uf appalling compli- 
cations thai might result from 
Tier obstinacy, all combined 
to make him lose his temper. 

"Can't you see I'm trying to 
help vou? If vnu show sour- 




He was nol the police. 

"What do you think you're 
doing?" ihe demanded, "Take 
your hands off me 

He looked down In her 
left hand she was carrying a 
small pigskin case, of the sort 
women use for packing toilet 
articles. 

"What have you got in 
there?" 

"Mind your own business. 
Her pose of outraged innocence 
was somehow unconvincing 
"What right have you to fol 
low me about?" 

"The police are waiting for 
you," he said. 

"For me?" 

"Yes- They're snatching 
Dillon at the cafe. They know 
he's going to meet somebody." 

She looked at him again in 
Indecision. "I don't believe 
you." 

He pointed up the street to 
a lottery-ticket seller. "You 
see thai man? He's one of 
them. There's another watch- 
ing through a window." When 
shr remained silent be said. 
"Can you think of any reason 
why I should lie to your*' 

She sighed and leaned bark 
against the archway for sup- 
port. "All right, I believe 
you. You can let me i?o now. 
1 shan't run away." He took 
his hand from her arm and 
she began ro nib it wilh the 
fingen of her other hand. 'You 
hurt me." 

"I'm sorry." 

"No, you're not." She added 
with a sort of weary contempt: 
"Why can't you leave him 
alone?" 

"Dillon? Why " About 



the street, turned two corners, 
and entered a under road, 
crowded with shoppers. Here 
the excitement bad not pene- 
trated. They slowed down to 
a brisk walk and moved among 
the crowds. She said nothing 
and allowed him to guide her. 
Looking at her face, he real- 
ised the reason for her docil- 
ity. Her face was deathly 
pale, her eyes wide, wilh 
dilated pupils. Every now and 
then she would cake a deep, 
shuddering gulp of breath. 

"Where's your hotel ?" he 
asked. 

"The Excelsior." 

"We'll go there. You can 



"But you should know— it's 
only fair. You must have won- 
dered why 1 behaved so bn<. - 
towards you. He fascin.-i r- i 
me. He didn't give a h. A 
about anybody or anythir 
I was tired of people who were 
scared and tame, doing the 
same thing alt the time in the 
same way, because they hadi. I 
the courage to break loose 
Hr felt a stab of injured gride 
— in spite of everything tin 
was still the way she had r< 
yarded bun. "He was differen' 
He was — wild — " 

"Wild rnough lo attack Ml' 
Cranston-Smith '" 
She looked at him and thei 



pack up your things and then laughed— the old harsh lauci; 

. . . - Milim.i ..nrtntrs air huniir 



get track to the ihip as toon as 
possible. ri 

"Can wc La lip a taxi ?" 

"It** safer not to." 

"I feel terrible." 

"You're doing fine. It won't 
be long now." 

At the entrance of the hotel, 
he laid, "Is vaur father here, 
too?" 

"Yes. We share a suite. But 
lie won't be here this afternoon 
-he's wilh the f-oruui." 

"Good. Just collect the key 
an the ordinary way. Tm 
roming up with you." 

He wondered if she would 



without warmth or humor 
"No. He didn't do that," 

"It wasn't him that you sav. 
in the corridor that ni^ht ? n 

"Oh ye*. I saw him .ill 
right." 

"Then what—** 
'1 wasn't going to identify 
him-^wby should I ? I krpi 
trying to persuade you to drop 
It? She added contemptuously 
"But you were all so pompom 

"You could at least have 
cleared the other man " 

"How ? I did my best to 
describe a person who didn't 
exist. How on earth was I to 



Tiakc any objection, but she know that somebody would be 



did not- She collected the key 
.-■nd they went up together. 
When they were inside the 
drnwins-room of thr suite .h* 
looked round ai if the had 
never seen it before. Gently hr 
led her to an armchair and 
pushed her into it. Then he 
took Ihr pip .nkin case out of 
her hand. She protested weaklv 
'*No — you've no right — " 
He ifm-Dred her. Inside the 
r^*e there was nothing but a 
nriitlv taped and carefully 



hanging about on the deck 
above?" She sighed wearily 
"It was a hopeless mesa. I 
couldn' t powiht y have told 
them what really happened." 
**What did really happen ?" 
"I suppose you're entitled to 
know, if anyone is. It was all 
a mistaie. He oprned the wronr 
cabin door. He was coming to 
visit nit" 

It was foolish of him, David 
thought, not to have known it 
before. It was the obvious ex- 



*ealed brown-paper parcel- He plantation which accounted for 



self in that cafe they'll arrest 
you. You'll go to prison. All 
your father's influence won't 
be able to save you." 

She stood there, scared, 
angry, confused. Al the present 
mom ml she might do anything, 
purely on impulse. He won- 
den-d what was the best way 
to handle her. To bully her? 
To be reasonahle, toothing ? 
He had no time to decide. Be- 
fore he could move lo stop her 
she moved out into the street, 
with what object he n eve r 
knew. Perhaps shr did riot 
know herself. Certainly from 
that moment onward thr A - 
cision *&s taken out of her 
hands by circumstances. For 
when shr stepped on to the 
pavement Dillon taw her. He 
stood up, dropping his paper, 
ind stepped forward. As he 
did to the lottery seller oho 
got up and moved, strolling 
with aprparrat casualnrsa 
closer to the Mirabella. 

In an access of panic Julia 
shouted: "Martini Look out! 

David slapped a hand over 
her mouth and pulled her hack. 
Dillon lifted his head, looked 
to left and right like a hare, 
and suddenly turned, running in 
the opposi te direr tton, away 
from ihr lottery Keller, up ihr 
itreet where Borrtmieo was 
watching. Thrre was a sound 
of confuted furious shouting 
and running f ou 1st r ps. Th r 
road began to fill with people 
from the surrounding tene- 
ments. 

David took hold of Julia's 
arm and dragged her into a 
side-street. They ran down 



weighed it in his hand 

' "You asked me why T 
wouldn't leavr him alone/* he 
said grimly- "Have you anv 
idea what's in this ?" 

"Yes." She was not at all dis- 
concerted- ""Money." 
"You knew?" 

"Of course. You don't sup- 
pose Td have brought it ashore 
for him otherwise, do you?** 

He looked at her, utterly 
taken aback, "1 dnn'l know 
what to say " he said helpless! v. 

*T can't see what's to wrong 
about it. Why shouldn't he 
take his own money ashore if 
he wants to?" 

TUb own money?" 

"Oh" she said irritably. "I 
know it's againai some stupid 
bureaucratic rule*, but it doesn't 
make sense to me. It can't be 
morr than a hundred poundi 
or ao. He had to have some- 
thing to start life with in a 
foreign countr.." 

"So that's what he told you 

David lore off the brown 
paper wrapping from one end 
of the package:, looked at the 
content.*, and then tossed it 
over to her. She looked at it 
in anutxetnenL 

"Dollars . . .". 

"Five thousand In fifty- 
dollar bills. Quite a nttt-egg.^ 

"But I don v t understand — " 

"They were stolen from the 
office safe — with my keys," 

5hx leaned forward and put 
a hand over her face. Her 
body shuddered slightly as if 
she wrre rting !o be ilL He 
said nothing. Presently ihe 
seemed to recover and sat up 
again. 

"I suppose." fie wrnt on. "he 
asked you to take this fluff, 
ashore in the launch last 

night r 

r *Ye*. He explained — it didn't 
seem much — " Noticing his 
expression she said. "You think 
Tm crary. dnn*t you ?" 

"Never mind what I think ■ 
Hr spoke roughlv. repelled by 
her egotism Kven al thii 
moment ihr w/p rrarfv to enjoy 
an emotional in*v eagrr to he 



everythin g. From the first 
moment when he' had fO 
foolishly told her his secret, Dil- 
lon must have been an almost 
irresistible attraction to her. a 
new sensation which she could 
not bring herself to forgo. He 
had been the reason for her 
inexplicable changes of atti- 
tude, her lies and hroken 
promises. It was Dillon whoo? 
she had gone ashore lo mm 
in CkiUrmbo. 

She was looking at him in- 
tently , and hr could understand 
why — she was not mysterious 
to him any longer. She was 
wai tins; for hint lo react, to 
be angry, shocked, disgusted. 
She pleaded for attention like 
a drunkard for whisky. It 
wii hard to mist such .1 
blatant appeal. But he had 
nothing for her, he felt noth- 
ing — except a little pity. 

She had no longer any at- 
traction for him. He was not 
jealous. Hrr preference for 
Dillon seemed lo him now not 
a* a rejection of himself, but 
a form of perverted appetite, a 
symptom of abnormality, 

"Comr along," he said. Thr 
gentleness of his lone was ar. 
unconscious imult* a revenge 
if he had known it. for all hr 
had suffered at her hand*. 
"Hurry up and pack yout 
things. The sooner we get back 
on board the better." 

They left the hotel and drovr 
to the docks in a laxi. \> he 
paid off the driver, Dai'iti 
glanced at the dock gates. 

There were the usual uni- 
form ed pol ice there, together 
wilh a plainclothes man he had 
not seen before. 

"I'll carry the cases " he said 
i Hr picked up her suitcase in onr. 
hand and the toilet case con- 
taining the notes in thr other. 
•Try to act as il nothing had 
happened,'* he whispered 
"Smile, if you can," 

She made a poor attempt 
which would have deceived, no- 
body. But it was of no con- 
scquenre. David knew imme- 
diately that no bluff on their 



the centre of alfrnhnn **There pari would have got them past 



■ re more important things 

"You're right. I was rraiy" 
shr said, a* if he had never 
spoken "He had sonv sort of 
effect On me — T can*t dr^cribe 
h — ** 

"Don't try." 



'lie gates. The policeman 
Backed over their passports .tnd 
handed them to the man behind 
He in his turn scrutinised each 
page with ostentatious cart. 
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Stardtnn 
far 
Susan 



• 4 Td rather be bad than 
mediocre,'" a a y 8 ivory- 
skinned Susan Strasberg, 
who al ike age of 18 is on 
the brink of a star career. 

BUT then Susan is rather an unusual 
young lady. 
Her Father is the famous Lee Stras- 
berg of the New York Actors' Studio. 
Among his graduates are Marlon 
Brando and the late James Dean. 

Her mother is former actress Paula 
Miller, now celebrated as the learner 
arid film coach of Marilyn Monroe and 
Carroll Bilker. 

Strangely enough, neither of Susan's 
parents svanled an acting career fur 
their daughter, having no doubt seen 
too many jittery, precocious theatre 
children. 

It took former studio pupil Jo Van 
Fleet to persuade them to allow Susan 
to accept her first small off-Broadway 
part when she was 14. 

And believing that anyone under 18 
is too young to absorb instruction in 
"Method" acting, Strasberg has never 
permitted Susan to attend Actors' 
Studio classes. 

But with acting in her blood, Susar. 
already has behind ber a triumph as 
Broadway's "Anne Frank," a television 
appearance as Shakespeare's Juliet, and 
one film, "Picnic," in which she played 
Kim Novak's tomboy sister. 

Three months after the opening of 
"The Diary of Anne Frank" Susan's 
name went up in lights on the marquee. 

Her Juliet won her the award of 
television's best actress of the year. 

Though she has never been coached 
in the highly controversial "Method," 
with its emphasis on grunts, grimaces, 
and mumbles to project personality, 
Susan seems to have developed a similar 
technique of her own. 

People have seen her throwing her 
head and hands about before she be- 
gins a scene. 

While professionally Susan was 
making her name in juvenile roles 
i Anne Frank was 14), privately Susan 
was growing into a mature and inter- 
esting young woman. 

It is this Susan who at 1 8 and in her 
first starring role has followed in 
Katharine Hepburn's footsteps by play- 
ing the part of the young New York 
actress Eva Lovelace in the recently 
completed "Stage Struck," an R.K.O. 
remake of the 1933 "Morning Glory." 
It won Katy an Academy Award. 
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Continuing .... 

The Round Voyage 

from page 42 



Then he snapped the |nuporu 
ihui. 

"Sigiior Howard? Signorirui 
Raymond?" he atked. 
"Yes." 

"Please." He motioned to 
them to accompany him. "Sig- 
ner Ricardo wishes to speai to 
you." 

"Both of ui?" 

"Yea." 

"Very welL" It was hardly 
worth while trying to look tut- 
prited. They followed him 
into the Customs House. -. ri;«rk. 
cheerless cave, like a station 
'imi,, which all trains had long 
since departed. They pitked 
their way thrmeh packing - 
rases and nraodt of rope. 

David ihifted the ir nailer case 
to hii right hand and gripped 
Julia'- arm with hi* left; there 
wai a vague fear in his mind 
that without tome Support, 
wmc human contact, the would 
collapse during the ordeal that 
was to come. Fur there was 
evtdendy to be no easy way 
ouL Ricardo would find out 
everything — or perhaps already 
knew. 

The only question which re- 
mained was, what action would 
he take? What sort of a man 
was he ? He had seemed reason- 
able, but one never knew His 
pride would be affronted and 
he might well take his revenge 
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by publicising the whole affair. 
I tr might angle for a bribe to 
keep hit mouth shut — what did 
one do then ? The moat impor- 
tant thing was to keep one'i 
bead and avoid panic A hys- 
terica] outburst from Julia 
might be fatal. 

"Leave the talking to me/' 
he said in a low voice when 
the plainclothes man went for- 
ward to knock on the door of 
Kicardo'i office. Julia nodded. 
Her face was pallid, her eye- 
lids fluttering slighdy. She 
leaned heavily on hit arm. 

Rirardo wit where they had 
left him on the same chair, ft 
was as if he had not moved in 
the past two hours. The expres- 
sion on his face was unchanged. 

When ibey were alone he 
dropped his cigarette-end on 
the floor and carefully trampled 
it underfoot. Then he folded 
his amis and gave one of his 
curious, tight-lipped grins, 

"So," he tatd. "And how are 
things wiii you ?" 

It wat a curious question, 
plainly designed to disconcert 
hit audience. David said cauti- 
ously. "I expect you've heard 
what happened?" 

He nodded. "Borrorneo rang 
inr up." After a pause he went 
on, "It teem* he lost you. One 
moment you were there. The 
neat moment — gone." 
"I'm sorry about that." 
"Borrorneo was worried He 
thought maybe you might get 
hurt." 

"He shouldn't have bothered. 
I can look after myself." 

"So it teems," raid Rirardo 
coldly. "However, soon there 
was more for Borrcflieo to 
worry about. Somebody gave 
a thout to this Dillnn and he 
began (o run off." 

"Somebody " David laid 

hesitantly. "Did they iden- 
tify ?" 

Rieardo ihook hit head. "A 
woman'i voice — they thought." 

There was I Ions; silence. 
David had to exert ail hit will- 
power to prevent himself from 
laying something, anything to 
break the tension. He glanced 
at Julia. She was tilting with 
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her eyes half -closed, as if she 
had turceeded in blotting the 
whole H'Eiw out of her con- 
sciousness. At tbc moment, he 
thought with relief, it was 
probably the best state for her 
to be in. 

Finally Ricardo went on. 
"He got up and ran down a 
side-street. Borrorneo couldn't 
get down in time and my 
other man wai too slow to cut 
hint off — so they had to chase 
him." 

"Did they catch him?"" 
David tried, without success, 
to krep the anxiety out of hit 
voice. 

"No." Ricardo regarded him 
tronirally: "That is bad. oh?" 

"it couldn't be helped," said 
David with relief. 

"No- -but it it nevertheless 
bad. We have lost the man — 
also the money . . ." 

He looked at Julia, then at 
Lhc small toilet case beside 
David's chair. Then he took 
out a packet of cigarettes, lit 
one, and inhaled deeply. It 
was an effective act, marred 
only by the spasm of coughing 
which followed it 

Sadly he mopped his strcnm- 
ing eyes with a handkerchief 
from hit breast pocket. It wai 
a ridiculous and yet at the 
same time critical moment. He 
had made it plain that he 
knew, or suspected, every- 
thing. What did he propose 
to do? What did be expect 
David to do? 

"I wouldn't worry too much 
about the money," said David 
awkwardly. 

"Nor" 

"No." 

Ricardo raised one eyebrow 
"You think it might turn up 
somewhere on the ship*" 
David said nothing. "CJr may- 
be it was never stolen at ail. 
Just a mistake, perhaps?" 

"Yes. tt is a possibility." 
David risked ■ slight, con- 
spiratorial smile. He was tor- 
mented by indecision. Should 
he try to bribe the man? 
Ricardo might be waiting for 
it — this was perhaps the rea- 
son for these inferential re- 
marks of his. On the other 
hand, if he was not expecting 
anything of the sort it would 
be a fatal error. He searched 
foe a diplomatic approach. 
"I'm afraid we've wasted your 
time," he laid apologetically, 
"on a wild-gome chose . . ." 

"Please?" 

"A false trail. I feel very 
badlv about it. It's largely my 
fault. It must have cost a 
good deal of time — and money 

His voice trailed away as 
he saw Ricardo watching him 
fixedly. Suddenly the detec- 
tive began to shake with silent 
laughter. David flushed with 
embarrassment and warred for 
him to finish. Finally Ricardo 
gained control of himself. 
"Forget it," he said. 

David began to relax, Evi- 
dently hit attempt at diplom- 
acy had been clumsy, but at 
least it had put Ricardo into 
a good mood. There was nns- 
olber point he was anxious to 
clear up. 

"What about Dillon?" he 
asked. "Will yuu go on look- 
ing for him?" 

"For what? For a forged 
passport? We got mare to 
do. And svith so many crooks 
in this town — one more makes 
no difference." 

Suddenly, as if making a dr. 
cition, he moved forward. 
"So that's all. Nothing more 
to talk about." He smiled 
again, but a different smile this 
rintr, amused, friendly — a 
smile for the firqttirtrtl. 

At the realisation th:it it was 
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| LEFT; Killer Ford coolly 
a \> praises the situation 
after he has killed the driver, 
who thawed signs of fight, 
a stagecoach hold - up. 



O ABOVE: Rein ruin; 
* home, Hefiin tell* Ijetin 
he and the boyt saw if 
hold-up, but were warned h\ 
Ford they were not to Inl 



SMOOTH NEW 
WESTERN 



O STUNG by Leon's ill-concealed contempt for 
his cowardice in not fighting it out with Ford, 
Hfflin sets out for the town, tetiere he hope* to 
get money to buy water for his slanting stock. 



if Colirmbia'tv new "adult" Western, "3.1' I 
to Yuma, 1 ' ie the story of a coward who b- 
scomes a hero despite himwlf. The aceei 
is on character and HtMpenise rather than 
on action. 

Van Heftin is the cattleman who develop 
heroic <iualiiie« under prefigure; Leora Dan; 
i;- liia despising wife; and Glenn Ford play 
the smooth-mannered outlaw killer, who. 
as a prisoner, spells ahnost certain death 
to his cap I or. 



A MEETING a posse of angry citizens, who have 
already learned of the hold-ap and murder and 
are out for revenge, Hefiin reluctantly agrees to 
help them hunt the outlaw and bring him to justice. 



/T FfiAHIIVG reprisals from Ford's gang, hit 
captors are loath to take the. responsibili . 
of holding him until he can be put on ti ■ 
3.10 train to Yuma. Hefiin accepts the job. 




i? SLOWLY the hours pass in the frontier 
hotel where Ford has been held pending 
the train's arrival. Then the moment comes 
when, unprotected and exposed to attack, 
Hefiin must put his surly prisoner aboard. 



Y REFUSING a huge bribe offered by Ford for his 
freedom, anil disregarding pleas to think of his 
own safety, the once^-owardly Hefiin grimly directs 
his prisoner towards, the. waiting 3.10 to Yuma as 
the leaderless outlaw band relentlessly clones in. 
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New film 

role 
for Quiii n 

From Lee Carroll, in Bollywood 

Likeable Anthony Quinn is being 
groomed by his f alher-iu-law, Cecil B. De 
M>11«% to inherit hie great movie-making 
mantle. 



AT 76, the man who in 
the minds of many 
represents the essence cd 
Hollywood knows that his 
clays are running out. 

How much longer the nld 
man, with 70 great film* 
behind him, will be able to con- 
tinue his 12-howr-a-day work- 
ing schedule is debatable. 

He has found the successor 
rw wants in Tony Quinn, who, 
>-xactly 20 years ago, married 
De Mille'i adopted daughter, 
■i .it her me. 

Theirs is a happy- marriage. 
T"hey have three daughters and 
• son. 

The road to tame for Tatty 
Quinn has been a rocky one. 

Born in Chihuahua, Mexico, 
In 1915, Quinn and his parents 
moved to Los Angeles when he 
was eight years old. His 
father died when Tony was 
only 12 and he took a job in 
1 mattress factory to support 
the family. He studied in hij 
spare time so he could remain 
in school. 

After graduating from high 
school, Quinn embarked on a 
movie career. Most of his 
roles found him playing In- 
dians. But in time, over the 
years, his roles improved, and 
ao did his acting- 
Tall, handsome, and ath- 
letic, Quinn*» rise to fame 
has been gradual, though 
accelerating rapidly since 
1950. In 1952 his stirring per- 
formance in "Viva Zapata" 
-amed him an Academy 
\ward for the best supporting 
player. 

Last March he won the 
lame award for his portrayal 
of Paul Ganguin in "Lust for 
Life." He also won rave 
notices from critics for "I-a 
Strada," and then was handed 
two of the best roles of Lhe 
year. 

The first of these, "Hoi 
Spell" for Hal Wallis, finds 
him co-starred with Shirley 
MacLaine in a powerful story 
of domestic passions 

The second, just completed, 
was "Obsession," in which he 
is co-starred with Anna 
\fagnani and Tony Fran- 
riosa. 

He has done stage work, 
too; "The Gentleman From 
Athens," on Broadway, "A 
Streetcar Named Desire," in 
Chicago, and "Bom Yester- 
day," in the South. He spent 
two years in Europe making 
films, the most recent of which 
was "The Hunchback of 
Notre Dame," with Gin* Lol- 
lobrigida, and he has appeared 
in numerous American tele- 
vision performances. 



All of these aswts plus lhe 
fact Quinn is one of the most 
popular persons in Hollywood, 
iiked by both his fellow atari 
and the Press, make him a 
good candidate for a movie 
leader nf the future, 

Undoubtedly De Mille had 
this in mind when he decided 
to give hi* son-in-law his big 
chance — the directorship of 
the multl-million-dollar "The 
Buccaneer," with top star Yul 
Brynncr as swashbuckling 
Jean Lafitte. 

In October, 1937, De Mille 
produced and directed the 
oritrntal •■Buccaneer," starring 
Fred rie March, Franciska 
Gas], Akim TamirofT, Margot 
Grahame, Walter Brennan, 
Ian Keith Way down in the 
cast list there appeared the 
name of a bit player, Anthony 
Quinn. 

Today Quinn, at the same 
studio^Paramount — is work- 
ing like a beaver on his own 
production of the same film, 
with Brynner and Claire 
Bloom in the old March-Gas! 
roles. 

If "The Buccaneer" turns 
out to be a big box-office hit 
De Mille may slip into a well- 
earned retirement. If it 
doesn't turn out as he expects, 
then he may put Quinn at the 
helm of another film to give 
him some additional experi- 
ence. 

Either way it looks like the 
great De Mille is happy in the 
man he has picked to be his 

successor. 



|*New Film Releases Jj 



** * i*t ******* * * + * * * ***+ * ** + * *+*** m v+ m 

*** LES GIRLS from Roll Boldrcwood's 

M.C.M. musical, with Kay famous story of the same 

Kendall, Mitzi Gay nor. Gene rtaow. 

Kelly, Taina £fg. In Metro- j, js thr 5t0TV of ^ 

color, CtnemoScope. Liberty, brothers. Rouald I -pwis and 

S)*lf/W)f. David McCillum, who join 

Ot 1- rt- 1 'hr hand of men ted by the 

Ul of this story about ^^ng adventurer and bush- 

t he love-life of a three- ranger Captain Starlight 

girl and a one-man song;- 'Peter Finch), 

and-dance act that tours When 3 State trooper U 

Europe, Kav Kendall med - th , e brothrt » tbc 

1 _r 1 J^ n ^ and cu 10 the goldfw-hlv 

emerges as a wonderful f,," fmri themselves in a rip- 
talented zany, and lauia roaring boom town wherr 
Eh» as a new and delicious Lewis becomes entangled with 
screen personality. lwo 'ormer girl-friends, the 
Long after the act is di«- ?^ onatc * n <* vindictive 



banded, Kay. now married to 
a titled Englishman, writes her 
memoirs. In it she recalls an 
occasion when Taina, spurned 
by their boss, Kelly, attempt! 
suicide. 

The ensuing libel action 
provides the opportunity for 
three flashback tequenre; in 
which Kay, Taina, and Kelly 
give their own version of what 
really happened. 

Little Mitzi, somewhat 
overshadowed by the high- 



Maureen Swanson and die 
gentle Ursula Finlay, and Mr- 
t . ilium falls in love and mar- 
ries Jill Ireland. 

Captain Star-light raids the 
local bank and several people 
are killed. Maureen Swanson's 
jealousy sets the law on the 
innocent brothers. 

Peter Finch, as an un- 
ashamed rogue, gives a subtle 
performance, alternating be- 
tween unfeeling arrogance and 
deep loyalty to his friends. Al- 
though he is the main star 



voltage performances nf the of JgJ fi|m H m ^ 

other two, „ the all-American o((en ennngh— perhaps he- 

girl who gets Kelly tn the cauJe , he 25 many 

incidents to exploit each 

There's a little singing [to folly 

pleasant though unexceptional 0^ McCallum as the 

Cole Porter music), a little yOTmJer on,,^ ^ very ^ 

dancing, some pretty gorgeous especially at the last when all 

production shots, plenty ot his emotions are very plain. To 

humor, and a bright and lively lav mare m ^ fa away ^ 



pace throughout. 

But what you'll remember 
longest is the lunatic brilliance 
of Kay and the Persian kit- 
ten bite of Taina. 

fn a word - ATJRACTm. 

irk ROBBERY UNDER 
ARMS 

J. Arthur fitrni Western, 
with Peter Finch, Ronald 
Lewis, David McCallum, 
Maureen Swansan. In East- 
man Color, State, Sydney. 
r T 1 HE roaring pioneer 
A days of the 1860s in 
Australia are excellently 
re-created in this film taken 



ending. 

Eastman Color does full 
justice to the scenery of out- 
back Australia, with its ragged, 
roek-strewn ranges, stark 
gums, and dusty, sweeping 
plains. The sound of the crows, 
heard so often in the country, 
adds even more to the authen- 
ticity. — A.M.B. 

In a word: RUGGED. 
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News from studios 

J[OTHER-TO-BE Debbie 
Reynolds, who has just 
finished her latest film, "The 
Happy Feeling," is to team 
with Gower Champion in 
"The Boy Friend" after the 
birth of her baby. 

* * * 

JF.FF CHANDLER, newly 
separated from his wife, 
showed up at a recent party 
given by Alfred Hitchcock, as 
the escort of Kim Novak. An- 
other separated Hollywood 
couple, Rock and Phyllis Hud- 
son, are refusing to talk to 
anyone about the cause of 
their split-up Rock hat re- 
cently been seen in the Uni- 
versal commissary sharing 
meals with newcomer Betty 
Abbott. 



QUI MS ami Shirley 
MacLainr dltaua m 

polar with iireclor 

0*tbm AsTom 01s thr 

•N 0/ lUr r treat 

film, "Hot Sprll" 

+ -f- -f 



RIGHT: "Lm.t /or Life" 
mm Quinn m 1957 
Oscar a* best tmppnr- 
tin* arlar. ft warn hit 
ifeani Otrar. Htr* ttr 
U milk Anna Maimtini 
and Yai ffrrnner. 
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NEW > 

SUPER SPRAY 

DEODORANT BY 

ARRID 




i 



ONE SQUEEZE 

makes you bath- 
sweet in seconds! 
Gives you safe 
protection from 
perspiration and odor. 



You'll love the m> 
this new kind of deo- 
dorant sprays on with 
a fine mist that dries 
almost instantly. You'll 
love the way it keeps 
your underarms dry 
and aweet. Now. a 
new active ingredient 
builds an ANT I -ODOR 
BARRIER that stops 
both perspiration and 
odor — quickly, safely, 
more effectively — at 
all limes. 



Kind to your clothes and skin. You can wear 
your best dress and never worry for a moment. 
Anything you wear is safe from stains and odor. 
New Arrid Super Spray is kind to your akin, too. 
It's easy to use — and delightfullv perfumed. Only 
6/11 everywhere. 





2£ GIRLS- 



USE ARRID TO BE SAFE! 
Awri4 firti f«« 4*j4*ms, 
■ifhf-fwif prafecfftti 

li you prefer j rmm 
tl'.-i -'i > if din. 1 hen hrre L§ 
the one iar yau- - Arrirf. 
Uerr icuix«nt« i rd P 1 "' 
IrctioD from i- -r -.}•.; ■ 
tinn mil odor. Arrid 
smooth und *oft, lfiih ■ 
■■>••' |>rrfumr. Safe 
for clarhnv mtiA drlicnir 
stun=, 100! A»L lor 
Arrid Cmm. Sold rvery- 
whrrc. Rc^uUr 3/9. 
l: ; Tr-- S/IO. 



Throughout »h* world, mart man and women 
ma Arrid than any other deodorant. 



TOWN- HALL- BARGAIN CENTRE 

5*0 GEOAGE S^EET^ pTCttgrrf 'KOCAPEHq , SrDNtf 14 5 v*. 




P.S. PICTORIAL-SHOW . . 

A is the magazine that ones you all the news 
about show business as well as a host of 
interesting pictures about local and 
seas events — price 9d. 
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Li 1 



WMJ 




IIAMIKIIH II I I I S 

take the worry out of 
4 IIIIIVI MAS giving 




f * * * 



For every Christmas Eve 
theres an exciting 
Polo gift box she'll 
love with handkerchiefs 
patterned in pretty 
pastels or gay with posies. 
For men. Polo makes clegnnt 
pure white and initialled 
handkerchiefs, and 
handkerchiefs colour- 
keyed to shirts and tics. 
Remember, Polo handkerchiefs 
come complete with gift 
box — just add your card. 

J catnured or floral .... 5/3 
6 coloured or floral ... 10/6 
M fa's Gilt Boxes: 

.< Sum 8/3 

3 coloured 9/9 

fi white 16/6 

6 coloured 19/6 

Single cellophane packs: 

■lies 

Coloured or florid 1/9 

Imnallrd 2/6 

Mhi 

White 2/9 

Coluuied and lane? white. 3/3 

Initialed whitt 3/6 

Imimlled Coloured .... 3/11 
Bovi huudkeiebiets tcaiaiiicttl , 

Single cellophane 1/11 

Gill bin of 3 5/9 





FORMAL DIJVjVER SETTING (abort) it planned in tonet of jetttm, ranging from 
paleM primram lo the Jeep gold of the Rotetandia rotrt. Thr, driignt on the 
mali, a dainty wheatear pattern, and on the cutlery trere kepi tlmpte lo offtet Ite 
fun In floral Wedgwood rhino. A rote bloom placed by each letting repeal* the central 
arraitgemenl for a charming effect. Make a note of thtl graceful idea for your table 

TABLES OF TASTE 

• Lovely table settings are as much a mark of die good hostess 
as the food' she serves. The four tables shown on this page 
were planned by Miss Lorraine Rlopjimann, who looked afier 
arrangements and flowers for a recent exhibition held ii\ 
Sydney, Pictures are by staff photographer Keith Barlow. 

LEFT: A romantic i*uing for 
l ho u reitrained in colon of 
bine, white, and titter. Del- 
phinium! and daii'tet are uted 
far the attractive floral 
centrepiece. To heap the let- 
ting uncluttered, only on* 
candle hat hern uted In each 
Hick, uith a clutter of flower I 
filling the four extra holderi. 
The blue-and-wblte Hlnian 
plate* complete the theme. 




RIGHT: Informal and bright 
with color, thil buffet table 
featuret a Rosenthal service 
with block line, drawing* of 
vegnlnblei outlining the 
platei. The highlight of the 
table Im a colorful arrange- 
ment of leavet, chilliem, arti- 
choke!, lemam, grapefruit 
pnttlanfrmi, tutumber, pep- 
pert, and rumquiu. 




////7/ff ^ ~ 





*K» 4B 



FOB A LATE SVFPER PARTY the table above It hut right. It U effective with ,t. 
clever em quiet color tcheme, which embrace, the embroidered matt and table 
nupkim, the ehaite detlgn an the platei, B nd the towety floral arrangement In the 
rente* of the table. Flanked by four pure while Rolen thai figmrimu, the larktpurt, 
campanulas, uniJ white daitiet are kept low lo tlmptify eonrertatlan acron the table. 

Im; rWmtUUM Women-* Wiaty -I>ccenit« 2"i, 195? 
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±1! over, David felt a surge of 
gratitude. He suw in the tired, 
callow, little man, with his 
-heap clothe*, and nitotincd 
tinge r», -i dep lIi of i olei ai u e . 
an undrmjndins; and unsus- 
pected kimineas. 

**lt'i been very good of you," 
be stammrred. 'to torry — so 
much trouble — " 

kicardo walked up to David 
.■-ml lappco. umi atfcctiouately 
ou the Jioulder. "Don't look so 
wurrtcd." Me turned to Julia, 
"'And you. Mitt Raymond. Re- 
lax. Everything is all nghl now. 
Shall 1 tell you something; i 
Everybody w»itt>cs too much — 
specially English people. They 
tin too confidential. No good 
comes of it/ 1 

Outside the Custom.* House 
it w.i'. almdy Almost dark. The 
(lapricarn lowered over the 
■ju.iv, her vast bulk spotted with 
hundreds of tiny lie hit. Julia 
,4 1 id David walked up the gang- 
way in silence. When they 
reached th t dec It a tie ward 
came forward David hiinded 
him the larger case. 

"Take tha to Mm Ray- 
mond 1 ! cabin." 
"Wry well, tir." 
When the steward had disap- 
peared, hr Jk.d .o her, *TI1 
rr'um thi r one Later." 

He waited for hex to speak, 
but thr said nothing. In thr 



Continuing 



The Round Voyage 



darkness hr could read no ex- 
pression oil her face. 

"Are you feeling all riidit?'* 
he askctL 

'"Ye*, she said sharply. 

"I could get Fellow* — " 

Tn perfectly all ru in I 
■ want \o see anyone." 

"As you wihh." Hr held up 
the box and said, a* gently as 
poj&iMe, "You realise, don't 
you, that I shall have to show 
this to the captain?" 

"Yes. Tell him whatever you 
like." She spoke impatiently as 
if he persisted in bothering her 



from page 44. 

dangerous. The time would 
coine when she would nu lunger 
bt ,dj .! to say, ' 1 don't want 
to talk about it any more . . 

Sbe walked away down thr 
deck as if turning her back 
.101 only on him, but on defeat 
it&elf. Hr saw in her a distor- 
tion, an exaggeration, of bis 
Tvvn irresponsibility. He too 
had been the servant of day- 
dreams. 

To Ann, to the captain, he 
had appeared as Julia appeared 



FOR THE CHILDREN 



Ah TIM 





over some trivial matter. "1 
don't want to talk about it any 
more." 

IT was the petulance of a 
child who throws away a 
broken toy. The adventure was 
over; it had ended liadlv :in*' 
sbe wished to forget it. Dillon, 
David himself meant, nothing 
to her. They would exist in hrr 
Memory only as the background 
of a game she had on re slaved, 
3 game which had turned out 
to be unsuccessful and humili- 
ating. She would turn away 
from it, in search of another 
fantasy. But, as time went on, 
the gamci would cruw more 



to him, as a frivolous adoles- 
cent. His plans for another life 
ashore had been nothing more 
than a vague aspiration, like 
Ross and his chicken farm. It 
Will significant that nu one but 
Julifi h.id ever taken them seri- 
ously. 

He was just about to walk 
away when a voice said. "Hello, 
Purser.** 

f r was Floyd. David sa id 
coldly, "If you'll excuse inc. I 
have an urgent appointment — " 

Floyd looked at him in sur- 
prise- "What are you being so 
ituffv about? 1 * 

"Really." said David, "if you 



can't guess, it's bopeleas to try 
to explain to you. Have you 
no idea of the trouble you've 
roused *'* 

'Trouble 1 Oh—" Undex- 
itanding came to him. *' — You 
mean die libel action? But that 
was nothing to do with you." 

"It affected me. indirectly." 
Tin sorry about that. Now, 
if I'd known . . ." He added 
cherrf ully, 1 'Anyway, it's all 
settled now," 

"it ur 

"Yes, the captain called our 
bluff, you know. I m uit say 
1 didn't think be was as shrewd 
as that. He must have realised 
that she'd never go through 
with it. M He shook his head re- 
gretfully. "A pity. It would 
have made an interesting case. 
But there you are — she's a nice 
girl, but not a really first- 
class litigant, I'm afraid. Not 
enough stamina, if you follow 
me.*' A blast of wind blew 
arrow the derk, and he pulled 
his coal around him, "Nasty 
weather, isn't it?" 

"But it witi quite warm this 
afternoon," said David conver- 
larionally 

"Well, it's not now,' 1 
grumbled Floyd. "Might as 
well be in England. Makes you 
feel the voyage is really over 
doetn" t it ?" 

'Tea." 

Presently Floyd left him. and 
he ilood for a few minutes 
■tokmg over the rail at thr 
mnvin g fig u res on the gang 
ways, thr cranes reaching into 
the hold, the gangs of dockers 
stacking crates inside the en- 
trance of thr Customs House. 

I le heard the hno ting uf th i 

■ <:-. which were to take thr 
'■aprieom from her mooring? 

ii was an urgent, stli-im- 
porlant noise, and today i t 
ire rued to David to sound a 
notr of finality. For him, too, 
the voyage was over- He had 
returwed home. 

He turned away from the 
rail and began to climb thr 
rompanionway to the bridee 

II was time for him lc> maki 
his report to the captain. 

(Copyright} 



FROCKS 



• Heady to wear 
, , . or cut out 
ready to make. 




"MARGOT." One-piece bowling 
iir detijgntftl with a lly-ftutlt. but- 
tcmrd-tbruugn fastening, 8-gored 
ikirt, and acttou-mck bodice. Thr 
4rw is availahle- in white Sundck 
and white Tennyson Eio-ircn pop- 
lin. 

Ready to Wear: In Sundck, ton 32 and 34m bust, 94/6; 36 
and 3JUn. buat, 97/3; +0 and 42in. bun, 98/9, Pojtagc and 
registration, 4/6 cam. Tn poplin, litts "i'i and 34in. bu»l, 83/3, 
36 and 38in. bust, 85/9; 40 and 42ua. bu.t, B6/3. 1-o.tajtr 
and rexiiirauon, 1/6 eatra. 

Cut Out Only: In Sundck iim 32 and 34in bmt, 72/6; 36 
and 3fiin. boat, 74/6; 40 and 42in_ but, 76/9. Pottage and 
registration, 4/6 eatra. In poplin, tinea 32 and 34m. hurt, 62/3; 
». and 38in bunt, 64/9; 40 and 42in. bual, 66/3 Pojta«r 
and rcHistratiox), 4/6 extra. 

• "fori' // ordenao ftw mail ttmd to adarrai fra a.9f 5J rtftJ»ii>» 
tracks mny b* Inspect** or volaiwtS at FAihton Pitt*rKt «, MB. 
«4i Mnrrii St . [/UMO, Sr***T T0e» arr- amllabl. for OKI, »** 
tttrr Aa.tr of publicat\on Nil C O a ordwrt atzcrv'ru 



follow this 



2 p&i^/PyZaKs 



for glowing 



SKIN HEALTH AND RADIANCE THIS SUMMER 




■II FM GLAMOROUS SUNT AN WITHOUT DISCOMFOfT, HBiCO 5UN SCREEN SUN! AN 
LOTION — the Lorion thai eclipses the sun. Herco Sun Screen wilJ proierf the naked 
body from blistering when it h Cxpoi^d to the son. Suffers and sunbolhers con 
now get all the benefit from the sun's rays without any horning whatsoever. 
Here* Sun Screen will slop a large proportion of the ultra-violet ray* in 
ardor thai the skin may not burn, but merely tan. Here* Sgn Screen is 
a new product, and has boen proven not only ta be non toxic, non> 
irritoring and inoffensive, but iT ha& olsa been shown to possess 
Aiftisict heahfrg qualities in casejs where a slight sunburn 
oir&ody ewisted when the lotion was applied. There's do 
danger of painfal. klictery barn when you ran wit* 
Herco Sun Screen Sun ton lotion r 

{2) tm FWTICTION THROUGH THE WEEK, HEfiCO 
0-LIVOl SKIN lOTJON, Rtvjfa^se wind drktl sltin by 
rastoring nolnral oils. The heat arid {fry winds of 
summer soon dry out even the healthiest skin. 
With the natural oils removed, skin becomes 
harsh ages rapidly, becomes prane to 
blemishes. Herto's active alive oil and lanolin 
emutaion feeds needed moisture bock imo the 
skin, restores its health, makes it young again. 
Neutral formula preserves natural pre rectrre 
roytr. All normal skin wears an invisible protective 
coating. Some lotions ore acid or alkaline and dissolve 
away this canting. Herco products are guaranteed 
neutral, feed the skin without horming nature's protection 

fj cases of sanDer*. tie Herco OlfvoJ SIJi Latiao—^it'% so saatiftf. 




HERCO 



****** 

AVAILABLE 

SUN SCREEN SUNTAN LOTION . . . 
OLIVOL SKIN LOTION 

****** 



* 

A T 



* * 
ALL 



* 

C H 



* 
E M 



* * * 
I S T S 

3 oi., 3/6 
3 02., 3/6 
6 oz.. S/6 
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HARPER'S 



PIONEER JELLY 



A new delight for one and all, Delicious Passionfruit is added to the 
superb fruit flavours that make Pioneer Australia's favourite Jellies. 
All the family favour the flavour of Pioneer Jelly Crystals. 



At* 





4k 



mi 





AH PER'S 





,1 



ORANGE RASPBERRY PINEAPPLE BLACKBERRY LEMON CHERRY CBEEN LIME STRAWBERRY 

Available at all good grocers everywhere 



JELLY 
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DEBBIE SERVES: 

Eye -pleasing 
party parfaits 

• Every lime she serves colorful and temp- 
ting porfaiu, Debbie, our teenage rlief. its 
showered wil ¥■ complimenta by her friends. 

f\N this page Debbie shows how she makes her 
" four favorite parfaits— rasphcrry sundae, tropic 
delight, almond crunch, and chocolate foam — and 
arranges them attractively on a tray (right). 

The illustralions below show one step in the preparation 
of each of these parfaits. 

Here is [he recipe for the basic parfait cream. This 
quantity is suffirirut to fill two average-size ice-cream travs. 
BASIC PARFAIT CRfiAM 

One pint milk, 1 cup dry powdered milk, 3 tablespoons 
Sugar, 2 teaspoons gelatine dissolved in 2 tablespoons boiling 
water, ! teaspoon vanilla essence. 

Beat powdered milk and uiKar intu fresh milk warmed to 
blood heat. Add dissolved gelatine and beat for 5 minute*. 
Pour into refrigerator trays and freeie until just firm. Return 
to basin, add vanilla, and beat Main until doubled in bulk. 
Pour back into trays, freeie until firm. 

Vary the Havor of the cream hy adding 1 dessertspoon 
grated orarmr or lemon rind or 2oX. meltrd chocolate. 







RASPBERRY SVNDAE 
f above} : Prepare one 
quantity basic parfait 
cream, thaw I tin c/teick- 
jraunt enspberry or any 
other fruit. PUtce- a 
scoop of c r earn into 
bottom of glass, cover 
with 3 tablespoons 
drained raspberry. Re- 
peal these invert unlit 
gltum is filled. Tap with 
it swirt of whipped 
sweetened cream. 



AIMONO CRUNCH 
(left) . Mix one tf iirjnj. 
ity of basic parfait 
cream. Fold in 4nx, 
crushtitt almond brittle 
after finnl beating. 
Half fill glass with 
frogrn almond errant, 
plate i cup chopped 
strawberries into gltui. 
fill with almond mix- 
fare. Then decorate 
mith a twirl of cream 
and tootled atmandt. 



TROPIC DELIGHT i Make one quantity batic parfait cream. Before second freezing, 
divide mixture in tiro. I^eare one half plain, and to remaining errqm add 4 rap 
crushed strawberries and color with pink food m'lrrtttgt freeie. Place I dessert- 
spoon crashed pineapple and glace cherries in glass. Carer leilh a scoop of vanilla 
cream. I banana ( sliced and drenched in lemon juice), and more strawberry cream. 




fun AusnuuAN W'omjjn's Wbmeli 



MMNHMtMHW^tssssssl 

December 25. 145, 



CHOCOLATE FOAM: After preparing one quantity basic parfait cream, to one half 
add lot. melted chocolate before commencing la beat. One-third fill rtsus with 
/rosrn chocolate mixture, add same Amount af vanilla cream, and repeat the <•/.,.<•» 
tote layer. Decorate the top with whipped sweetened cream and grated chocolate 
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AN IDEAL HOME FOR 
TOWN OR COUNTRY 



OVR HOME PLAN So. AbVT. thomn above, U par 
ticalarir witable for • earner btotk. Circular uept 
cnJ raltrrful /iower-froM. or* a /MWi of tie inif- 



# i or lioiiie-piuiiiierH intending to build on a 40ft. or a 60ft, 
frontage In the city or the country, nothing could be more win- 
ning as a Christmas gift than this week's attractive design. 



|~VN3L of our signaiurc 
Home Plans, it was 
designed by Melbourne 
architect Mr. F. T. Hum- 
phryis, and is particularty 



•suitable for building on a 
corner block. 

It is an adaptable plan, with 
a good elevation on either a 
wide or a narrow site, and is 
available (or £7/7/-, complete 




Kitchen walls of Masonitc Pcgboard give mc walls thai keep 
my pott and pans and odds and ends just where I wum them 
in easy reach , . , easy fo look at loo. You just plug in the clever 
chrome hooks (every Mnsonite dealer stocks them) and bang 
things exactly [o suit yourself Bedrooms, laundries, play- 
rooms and storage rooms suddenly expand when space-saving 
Pcgboard puii iheir walls to work. 



Handymen like Pegboard 
for the way it keeps tools 
within reach. Easy-lo-fU 
Prgboard is sold in 4 ft. i 
3 ft. or 6 ft. » 4 ft. sheets 
and covers old walls is 
well as il makes new ones. 



Ask for 
M—n nit* Pegooard at 
leading hardware 
stores and timber 
yards merywtwrw. 




•Petbwrd ii a registered Trade Name 



' - ' . . " M « ' • ' • ■ ' ■ ' l* " - ' __ ■ - ' ' ' ' ^^^^ ' 

MASONITE 

PEGBOARD 



with specifications, 31 our 
Home Planning Centra, fur 
which addresses are given be- 
low. 

Both ground layouts show 
generous living space, with a 
dining-room, as well as a 
meals-area in the kitchen, a 
sunroom, Iwq bed rex mu, and 
minimum hall space. 

It is a drsign which allows 
lor graciuus living, as thr bed- 
rooms, bathroom, laundry, and 
toilet are confined to one small 
wing, and most of the hnusc is 
devoted to living space. 

Continuity 

The roof construction is a 
Inng gable, with smaller 
cables at cither end. Kept to a 
minimum pitch, they give 
shelter from the sun to keep 
rhe house cool in summer. 

The gable over the sunroom 
is at a lower level than the 
main roof. If desired the sun- 
room can be left, without 
difficulty, for building on at 
a later stage. 

Although all the rooms can 
be closed off, there is con- 
tinuity between the kitchen, 
lounge, (lining room, and sun- 
room to make a splendid area 
for entertaining. 

tin attractive home has 
an area of 12.4 squares in 
brick, and 1 1-55 squares in 
timber or fibro rnnstnn tiou, 
plus 1.2 squares in the veran- 
dah. 

In the modified design, 
there is an area of 1 0.2 squares 
in brick, and 9-5 squares in 
limber construction. 

Approximate cost of build- 
ing this home would be: 

In New South Wiles: Brirk, 
£5225: timber, £3925: fibro, 
C3625. 

In Victoria: Brick vnurr, 
C4225; timber, £3550; fibro. 
C3450. 

In Smith Australia: Brick, 
E4500-. asbestos, £3350. 

In Queensland: Brirk. 
£5225: lirtnVr. £3550: fibro. 
£3425. 

For the modified drsign, 
approximate cost is: 

In New South Wales: Brick. 
£4300; timber, £3325, fibro, 
£3100. 

In Victoria: Brirk veneer. 
C350O; timber, £2950; fib™, 
C2RVI 

In South Australia: Brick, 
£3700: asbestos, £2775. 



In Queensland: Brick, 
£4300; timber. £2950: fibro, 
£2850. 

This home plan can be ub- 
tained at our Home Planning 
Centres, established in con- 
junction with leading stores in 
Sydney, Melbourne, Adelaide, 
and Brisbane. The Centres 
offer a comprehensive service 
to intending home-huihieri. 

• All standard plans pub- 
lished in The Australian 
Women's Weekly are available 
at the Centres sumiltaneousJr 
wjth publication. 

• Hundreds of other standard 
plaits are available from stock- 
All standard plans cost £7/7/- 
cj. Ii. complete with speci- 
fications, and are available in 
six variations. 

• Planj will be prepared to 
any individual design at a fee 
of £1/1/- per square, based 
on total area. 

Plans can also be ordered by 
mail. Enclose the fee, and 
give details of proposed build- 
ing materials and roofing, and 
the sewerage facilities avail- 
able in your area. 

Addresses of the Centres 
are: 

SYDNEY: Anthony Hot- 
dern and Sons Ltd. Tlriird 
Floor), Brickfield Hill. 

MEIJIOITRNE: The Mvrr 
Emporium (Sixth Floor), 
T.onsrlalr St. Mail to Box 
5038Y. G P O 



I 

> 

0 




AREA 

Tlrvie>E.R 
&RICIV 

WIDTH 
-rtM*&E.K 



A6Q7 (ggass?) 



GEELONG: Our represen- 
tative will be in attendance at 
the Myer Emporium in Gee- 
long every Frid ty and Satur- 
day to advise on borne plans. 

BRISBANE: McWhirter's 
lad. (Second Fluor), The 
Valley. Mail to Ben 151, 
R roadway P.O. 

ADELAIDE: John Martin 
and Co. Ltd. (Second Floor), 
Rundle Srreel. Mail to Box 
629E. 



ABOVE: TUi .floor plan 
of iho modified rert i mm 
of the home shosn in 
fumwnmt lining tpmer. 



Om the nmmrr 
fivntag t therm It room 
for a borJs wiwmimk. 

he tmtitimrd 
4ii 



irtf U ideal for a tommtrr 
homo. Bedroomt me com- 
fin ed to am* mail wring. 



,Z.o'„ 



\VIOTH. 



TIM&E.R; 4-9. 6" 
bRICK: SO.fO* 



SUN RM 

Iz'o'mIo'.o' 




6ED RM. I. 



ARE. A*. 

TIM&E.R* l|.5Ss* 
ORKrS: 



SO 
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Plan a border o f 



PRETTY 
PERENNIALS 

• Perennials can be built into a border 
thai will provide a changing pattern of 
color all the year. Work to a plan that 
avoids geometric patterns by planting in 
groups and clumps that merge unevenly 
into one another. Give favored positions 
to plants dial provide blooms for cutting. 

GARDENING 



*5, 




CAMPANULA. Sum T r fl™*""* p«- 

en matt which vary from 
,3 in. c^rtr plint* to 4ft. dump*. 77iij irnrf>(v 
grows fscii /fcr nigA. Raise from *eed town fit 
spring, nfmir in jnojti. SFrnt-jfiady patiti.Ht*. 
Divide clump* every t-vO or three year* or 
flower* will deteriorate. Campanula* are also 
known as harebell*, bluebell*, and bettfttraterw. 




PENSTEMON. w /; ^ 

allowing up to three week* for germination. Plant oat 
in open, sunny potltlon* in toil well drained but not 
too dry. After flowerings eul back to induce new 
flush of bloom* Tttkr cutting* every second antitmn 
to make new plant*, ttutt with DDT from bud stage 
against caterpillar*, to which they are susceptible- 



VALERIAN. 



A c c o m m a d a t ing. old- 
fashioned border plant* 
which will flourish in tun or te.mi-shadc, and 
in ahum* any toil. Thi* one is the' common 
Iturden type which grown to about 2ft. 6in+. 
telf-uiw* vigorously . but can oho be increased 
by cutting* or division. Get* out of hand unto** 
lifted and thinned out from time to time. 




ARTEMISIA. 



Aromatic herb* or tmalt shrub* 
grown chiefly for their silcet 
foliage. Thi* U useful for dividing clothing trior* in 
g mixed border. Plant* will thrive In the dririt place* 
and may be increttsed by root division* taken In May 
or June. Above, they have, a* a foil, perennial mstert, 
which aUo do Weil In open, tunny position*. Thar 
arm now available tn • grtmt variety of rotor** 
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MONARDA. 



Crmrte, aromatic, 4i/uar,- 
Hemmed herbt known at 
hnr**>minl. Pfol fluty about toil, but prefer 
trmi-thade. Pomitlon thould be well Arainrd, 
hut a. fdnn.lt are thallom i «uiiii«. thej mutt 
ha kept maim. Begin, with nurierymen't alanit, 
Inrreaie by dieition In winter or early tpring. 
Protect from the tiny mini beetle »wh l>J).T. 



W 3 



a A •* A JVU Low-growing, rapidly spreading plant* mhote 
t'/if flower* open only in sunihine- Good for 
rockeries, edges* and holding crumbling tandy bank*. They 
thrive be*t in dry po*Uion*^ will rot in wet *pot* r In recent 
year* winded, purple, and flame varieties hove been Intro- 
duced- Watch for interesting new tint* in self-sown seedlings, 
and tnlce catting* in either spring or autumn from plant* 
of preferred color*. Lift astd thin clump* occasionally. 




<£f A fJlfl C A Strong-growing perennial form of pin- 
L * J ^ * cu*hian. In a *hoet time, one root wilt make 

a *prawling plant about four fret aero**, with domcn* of 
mnuve-pinh bloom*. Seed may be town in tpring and cutting* 
taken In tpring or winter. Any average garden noil wilt tuit 
pio'Cuthiant, and they prefer tun. Prune, heavily once or twice 
a yntr after each crop of flower*. Place toward* front of 
border, or use to *pitt freely down sloping ground. 




NIEREMBERGlA. 'fir'^SZ' Z """'"'"^ 

thru* with blue meertbaped 
bloomt. It gram about Win. high, needt a tunny tpot with 
moderately good toil. Sow tee} in anlamn, plant out 91*. 
apart. Here it it backed by a matt of Cetnmtlmm iamentotum, 
rprradlng rockery plant with Meery bn« that cower, ittelf 
with mmall white ftowert. Hence lit common name, "Snow m 
Summer." The trailing item* take root eatily In autumn. 
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MARIGNY 





Stops odour instantly 



SXO-MIST 



DEODORANT 



Rttnftnttit re-meda 

yROVBLED with <plit, 
broken cuticle and pamfal 
hangnails ? Never try to 
c orrec t tiki* ( ondi Linn by 
cut ting the cu tide with 
teissors. For not cmJv does 
this leave the cuticle rough 
and ja££eti, but il con *ctu- 
alJy cause serious injury. 

The iafut, tjuirkest rem- 
cuV u Cuiex Oily Cuticle 
Rem over. Apply this bene- 
ficial, oily hquid tu the iid» 
and base of the naiL Then 
simply wi|>e away Loofrened 
cuticle and hangnail. 

Iiutantly, nails are trim 
and neat, smoothly outlined, 
bflauUfully groomed. You'll 
be &o glad you learned aUiul 
Cotes Oily Cuticle RemoTarl 



BEST COOKS 




FAULDING 

essences 



Speedy relief from 

BACKACHE 

Don r-.ir, mm i yuu mailt 
r*UH* »fiHiln-kr»B h*t-kirbfr Pt> 
ir;-' Itwotj m#Ji *ftcr ■ »lr.jri 
•imlkT Tt»ii Ian* m> limn In 
irrlne thiui « lW.k»<iw Kl-rirui 
{■IMm Lfcij kidnrjs ftu.« 
lrr-H«im, ■Thing JolnU. «H»- 
turbrd nlantn. rfi#u>nA(lc p*l»» 

llParturfrtil, «<«., IWTIUM th*T 
«ra i. ■■i-ii" i mi- Umf ' 'o.'iul lot) 
nf clfannlnB • nrj r.urtfyliie .fte 
blood. Doin * |i U fimnm ml tm U* 
t ml diu relic, : 1 1 1 rutin tig bcilLttj 
ililnrj *rtlt>n, uldcb bu tiriMiiht 
rfllrf t« iiirTrrrf* »li ow lb* 
wnrld. A"n nr-«l id put up vtlh 
(tUccmifort— Bti Dujn'i UmUj t 



P.S. 

PICTORIAL -SUOW . , . 

if the nrnimlnr lAnt film Ttlu 
of/ I'll »•<•«■ about thou ftum- 
net* at frtl at a horl o) inlrr- 
etllng -jjieturej tilmul dual and 
arrrtrat errnri — • price 9d. 
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Savory dishes 
win our prize 

9 An interesting collection of recipes for 
savory snacks and spreads thai are perfect 
for holiday parlies wins the £5 prize in litis 
week's recipe content for readers. 



CONSOLATION prizes 
of £1 arc awarded for 
a simple and delicious 
recipe for biscuits the chil- 
dren will love, and a casser- 
ole recipe in which economical 
breast of lamb is given a 
gourmet touch. 

The recipes for other ap- 
pealing dishes are also given 
tin this page. All spoon 
measurements are level. 
HORS-D'OEUVRES 
COLLECTION 
Hi! lie ml Asparagus: One 
large tin asparagus spear*, 1 
cup soft breadcrumbs, 4ox. 
butter, 1 teaspoon oil tin eg. 

Place asparagus tin 
(opened) into a saucepan with 
a small quantity of watei. 
Bring water (o the boil and 
simmer gently for 10 to 15 
minutes. Meanwhile, melt bui- 
ter in a small frying-pan; add 
cnimhs and saute lightly so 
thai all the crumbs are well 
coaled with butter. Remove 
from pan and drain off excess 
shortening on absorbent paper. 
Sprinkle crumbs with nutmeg 
Remove asparagus tin from 
saucepan and arrange spears 
on a hratcd plate. Sprinkle 
over buttered crumbs. Serve 
accompanied by fresh but- 
tered rolls or slices of bread. 

Individual Crab Salads: 
Half cup mayonnaise, 1 tea- 
spoon thilli sauce, 3 table- 
spoons finely chapped gherkin 
or dill pickle, 1 teaspoon 
vinegar, salt and paprika to 
taste, 1 tin crab meat 

Pour mayonnaise into a 
small basin, add chilli sauce, 
chopped gherkin, vinegar, 
salt and paprika; mis well. 



I^istly, add roughly chopped 
crab meat. Mix again and 
chill. Serve in crisp tiny let- 
tuce leaves on a large salad 
platter garnished with tomato 
wedges, slices of hard-boiled 
eggs, and parsley. 

Poppy Seed .Spread: Four 
ounces rrcaxn cheese, 1 table- 
spoon evaporated milk, 2 
t a b I espouns Worcestershire 
sauce, 2 teaspoon* minced 
union, 2 tablespoons poppy 
seeds, salt and pepper to taste. 

Mix cream cheese to a soft 
consistency with evaporated 
milk. Add sauce, onion, poppy 
seeds, tall and pepper. l,eave 
stand a few hours so I hilt 
poppy-sccd flavor fully pene- 
trates the mixture. Spread on 
small buttered savory bis- 
cuits, canapes, or bread slices. 
Servr on a small plate or 
arrange on a hors-d'oeuvres 
platter. Garnish with parsley. 

Savory Egg Dip; Four hard- 
boiled eggs, 2 3rd cup mayon- 
naise, l-3rd cup evaporated 
milk, 2 tablespoons parsley 
(chopped). I tablespoon grated 
onion, pinch thyme, sail and 
pepper to taste. 

Measure mayonnaise and 
evaporated milk into a IkiwI; 
mix well. Add chopped pars- 
ley, onion, salt, pepper, thyme, 
and. lasll\, roughly chopped 
bard-boiled eggs. Spoon mix- 
ture into a small bowl and 
place in the centre of a large 
salad platter. Arrange small 
savory biscuits, buttered 
shapes nl rye bread, or pntatn 
crisps around edge. Garnish 
with parsley. 

First Prize of £5 to Mrs. 
M. W. Smith, Box 93, Ban- 
bury, W.A. 



Terch your child 
to be in the swim 

By SISTER MARY JACOB, out Molhercra/i Vuw, 

# Every primmer there is a tragic raid unnecess- 
ary Dumber of deaths by drowning which could 
be prevented If young children were innghl lo 
ftwiin Hi the earliest potwililc age. 



LEARNING to tsvim can 
have its beginnings in 
infancy, in those early months, 
M soon as your baby's bead 
and neck muscles are strong 
enough (o give good support 
to his head. 

You can help encourage his 
safety in the water by trans- 
ferring him to the big bath 
when lie is about 3 months old. 
1*1 him exercise himself in 
'he deep water to gain con- 
fidence. 

Support his Deck and 
shoulders with one hand and 
his buttocks with the other; 
lower his body under ihe 
water and lei him kick. 

Then turn him over to the 
swimming position with your 
hands under his chest and 
abdomen Hp will soon strike 
out strongly with his arms and 
leg* to reach lor any little 
floating toy just beyond ha 
reach. 

Hr will soon learn not to 



mind having water splashed 
over his face, and later will 
enjuy being ducked quickly 
under: Hold him face upward 
and duck him through the 
water with a quick backward 
movement so that the water 
does not run up his nose. 

In thr bath or on the beach 
you must never frighten him, 
but if you hold htm firmly he 
will lie confident and will bc- 
ciinte accustomed to this plav 
and exercise in deep svater. 

With this confidence he will 
never be afraid of waier and 
will be early in learning to 
dog-paddlr and swim, 

Even before he goes to 
school there are many oppor- 
tunities to have very young 
children taught to swim by 
experts. 

Accidents by drowning 
c nu Id he reduced to a mini- 
mum if all parents saw lo this 
important aspect of ihrir chil- 
dren's: rduralinn. 




BANANA QUICKIES 

Five ounces Hour, 1 lea- 
spoon baking powder, pinch 
salt, •♦•»/. sugar, 1 egg, 1 cap 
mashed bananas ( appro*. 3 
mcdium-si/rd bananas mashed 
by hand or in an electric 
mixer), \ teaspoon baking 
soda, 3o2_ softened margarine, 
4 teaspoon vanilla, few drops 
of almond essence. 

Topping: One tablespoon 
brown sugar, I teaspoon 
orange rind. 

Sift together Hour, salt, bak- 
ing powder, and soda; add 
sugar, mix well. Add softened 
margarine, banana, egg, and 
essences; beat thoroughly until 
smooth. Drop in teaspoonfuts 
on to ungreased oven slides. 
Mix brown sugar and orange 
rind together and sprinkle a 
Utile on top of each cake. Rake 
in a moderately hoi oven for 
13 lo 15 minutes. When 
cooked, loosen cakes with a 
knife and turn on to a cake- 
cooler. This quantity makes 
about two doyen cakes. 

Variation o f Topping: 
Colored coffer sugar, sugar 



SAVORY FOODS ore afsnrr* popular K-Jien lerred 
tapper. Recipe* for lAe oAurc Irene* mre ffieen on thU pa, 



and ovalline, sugar and } tea- 
spoon spice. 

Consolation Prize of £1 to 
Mrs. E. M. Mayne, Box 104, 
Suva, Fiji. 

NAVARIN OF LAMB 
One large breast (or booed 
neck) of lamh, a little fat for 
frying, 1 good pinch sugar, 2 
tablespoons flour, salt and 
pepper to taste, (lb. skinned 
tomatoes, 1 clove crushed gar- 
lic, bouquet garni ( a bay leaf, 
several sprig; parsley, small 
sprig of thyme) — if not avail- 
able, I teaspoon mixed herbs-— 
B-10 small onions, 8-10 small 
potatoes, 1 cup peas, 1 cap 
carrot straws, a little chopped 
parsley. 

Trim excess fat off lamb and 
cut into service-sized pieces. 
Gently fry in fat until lightly 
brown. Drain on absorbent 
paper and place into casserole 
dish; keep warm. Pour off 
most nl fat from frying-pan. 
sprinkle in sugar, and heat 
until it becomes a warm deep 



FAMILY DISH 

■J'HIS week's family dish is rabbit ctioked ia a spicy 
gravy. It costs approximately 7/-, and serves 
four or five. 

CREOLE RABBIT 

One rabbit, 2 taUrs|K>om fal, 4 tablespoons 
seasoned flour. I pint slock or water. 1 apple. 2 
inmalors, I onion, pinch spice, { cup chopped celery, 
1 clove, pinch curry powder, salt, pepper, ( cup wine 
or vinegar, I dessert spoon chopped parsley. 

Soak rabbit { hour in salted waier; joint. Co»t 
with seasoned flour, brown in hoi fat; remove and 
M.ind in u.irrn place Add sn., k m walrr, bring In 
boil, Add apple (chopped, peeled, and cored), sliced 
nnian and lomaioes, celery, spice, clove, curry pow- 
der, salt, pepper, and wine or vinegar. Add rabbit 
pieces, and cover; pressure-rook 20 minutes or simmcT 
1| to I J hours. Remove rlove Top with chopped 
parsley. Serve with rice or spaghetti. 



gold. Add flour, tomatoes, then 
enough bot n-aicr to cover 
meat. Pour over meat in Cas- 
serole. Add garlic, nit and 
pepper, and booquet garni r 
herbs. Cover, bake in a very 
moderate oven for 1$ but . 
Then remove bouquet garni 
and add vegetables; cook lur- 
cher | boor. Serve ho* 
sprinkled with parsley. 

Consolation Prtre of £1 to 
Mrs. E, A. Higgs, Deal St., 
Glen Iris, Vic 

COFFEE SHELLS 

Pastry: Five tablesg> n 
water, 2 tablespoons shor n 
bag, 1 tablespoon coffee 

essence, , cup self-raising 
flour, pinch sail, 2 eggs, 

Filling: Two t.ihlcSTK-i- 
honey, 2 tablespoons plain 
Hour, 1 tablespoon be i • 
sugar, 1 egg. 1 cup mill | 
teaspoon vanilla. 

Pastry: lirln™ to boil ici 
saucepan the water, shortening, 
and coffee essence. Stir in t'louj 
and salt (sifted together), 
cook until mixture leaves s'dri 
of saucepan, stirring con- 
stantly. Cool slightly, add 
beaten eggs gradually, bcatinp 
well until mixture is quite 
smooth. Drop a teaxpooiiful 
at a time on to a grei^d 
oven slide or pipe through a 
bag with a plain-topped eclair 
pipe. Bake in hot oven l' 1 
minutes, then reduce heai i' 1 
moderate and continue cook- 
ing 20 minutes. Remove fmm 
oven and transfer to cake- 
cooler. Split through centres. 

Filling: Combine in sauce- 
pan honey, flour, brown 
sugar, and beaten egg; mil 
well. Then add vanilla anil 
milk. Stir over a low hr- 
until boiled and thicketu-.l 
Cool and fill into cooled purl- 
Dust with icing sugar. 

Consolation Prize of £1 t 
Mrs. L. A. Tarn. 107 Con 
monwcalth St., Sydney. 
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±m*lot\' Ajthtcpftt Ci*«nt liquid 



THE ANSWER TO THE 
BURNING QUESTION . . . 

'Savlon 

^-fn fisepUe CREAM 

takes the sting out of sunburn 



Soothing 

'SAVLON' Antiseptic 
Cream takes the sting 
out of painful sunburn 
— Apply 'SAVLON' 
after sunbaking and feel 
the quick relief it gives 
your sun-scorched 
skin. Always have 
'SAVLON' Anti- 
septic Cream on 
hand for its many 
first-aid uses. 




OBTAINABLE ONLY FROM CHEMISTS 

Standard tube 3 '9 Uf9C Kmam i ,ube ft ''ft 



PleiMMly perfumed "SAVLON* 
Anlheplric I kjuuI trouiaJru chforhexi- 
Uinc, I he powerful new (nm Villcr 
- II n -ili' i:'U'..ir-i jnri .. *tirnr>r 

" 'Savlon' 

t fnAsep/cr LIQUID 

lof itcaling wimrKlH. ii * (tarplr. to'i 
pcrwrnal hygiene, if* the 
bain • ...Ji!v-.! io water 
lin ...ii, .t linen 



5'6 
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IMPERIAL CHEMICAL INDUSTRIES 
OF AUSTRALIA & MEW ZEALAND ITQ. 





HANSEN'S 

JUNKET DESSERTS 



* • 

."v *- 



I.EMUN JLINKKT 

1 Junkal totil^t. 1 Kmpuun 
*wli! «rir«r, I t>ina milk, I 
hc*p*<t i,iMr<[igvn -lib^t. I 

if j. ^.j un liinun fl* ■ o urin« . 
whl|i|rvtl rrtka. 

biuntvc junket unlet, in one 
ie.i-.['.ion cold w.nci Warm 
ntilk, sujinr «nd lemwt II..-- 
lUJnnit tu LUKE W A KM - 
not tint Kcmovc from ttiivc 
Add dmolved tablet. Sttr 4 

lr« tci'nmH JniJ jwur tntu 
indlvutuul desKri ■!»»*- Let 
ki unnl Arm — Eiboui ID 
minutes When ict. drtrciralc 

cuch plus with whipped 

cream tupped **nh a rri.ir.n 

chim* ihcrf* Cliill heforc 
serving. 




Cool, refreshing Hansen's Junket desserts spark jaded appe- 
tites and provide the essential nourishment of pure, fresh 
milk in its most digestible forni. 

Hansen's Junket is made in minutes — easy to prepare and so 
economical. 

Choose from either plain or luscious fruit flavours of straw- 
berry, raspberry, pineapple, almond or cherry. 





HANSEN'S 

JUNKET TABLETS 




FRUIT FLAVOURED or PLAIN 




ician 



MANDRAKE: Master magician, 
is as worried and puzzled as 
thr. Chief of PtiUcr by lie 
italics of disbnne;! gambler 
"Honest" John. John is 
openly advertising the fact 
that he plans In open a gamb- 
ling casino. He even invite? 
Mandrake and the Chief to 
attend the opening. Follow- 
ing the many signs around 



town thai point the way to 
■he casino, Mandrake and the 
Chief reach an empty lot. Car- 
loads of people — all pros- 
pective casino patrons — 
arrive, A large helicopter 
lands and loads Mandrake 
and the patrons In take them 
high into the air to a dirig- 
ible-the casino. NOW 
READ ON: 
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Hie worlds 
deadliest killerof 

flies, mosquitoes 

and oilier insect pests 




THIS WEEK'S CROSSWORD 



24. 



ACROSS 
Thin lime of the year tfac usual 



7. 

8. 
9, 
II. 

12. 
IS. 

IS. 

19. 

22. 

23. 



tut for mow of tout caareipondcnce (5, 
4, 1 5, J, 4). 

Fab, the had of which can product liehl 

(7). 

Twiiciica for Americans. (5). 
floweri foil of tores (5). 
Spirii usuiJJy of hostile: cb-wcter in h 
huh f fi)* 

Jmprovrmcnt rooceraing figure (6). 
Scmi-prrck?UA tima visible in * *t*gr 
(6). 

They were three goddesses conferring 
beauty and charm (6), 
Tempest, but not by Shakespeare (5)- 
Brig maul) (hrough your uncle'* wife 

(5). 

Adraotageaiu purcbuc tcata to be c he 
profit at the inn- 
keeper (7). 




Solution ttill be publithrd next week. 



24. See I 



I s a : ji « 3 
3 MnnigivMi' 



Solution of lul wccfc'i 



1. A grinder (5). 

2. Aanunea a threatening pot- 
turr (5). 

S. Tell thrm or spin them (5). 

4. The beginning of spring* 
tunc in Europe (3, 3). 

5. Such conglomeration of 
vrrtrr agentt a ool M-'ld by 
jewellem (3-4 ). 

6. The plaintiff dkl not appear, 
probably beexuvr he had 
milling to wear [7ji 

1 «i in Cuur'i Rome (3). 



DOWN 
11. 



14 

16. 
17. 
19. 



20. 
21. 



10 
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Faced rule nude by cover- 
ing fur with Irani (7). 
Pie on t Anagram for pun- 
ten, 7), 

Part of it ship exhibited in 
Grafton (3). 

Hi> nib has this receptacle 
for refine (3-S). 
Agricultural by-product for 
anything proverbially 
worlhlua (5). 

Speak formally by »t» allow- 
ing * ral (5). 
A human being or a barony 1 
held by a lord (SJ. 



25% MORE KILLING SPRAY FOR TIE SAME HONEY 



Now you can kill more flies, mos- 
quitoes and other pests more surely 
and more quickly for less money. 
Only Kan-Kit contains the miracle 
ingredient STROBANE, proved to be 



the most active insect Iciller of all. 
Bring this deadly, new insect killer 
into your home to bring instant death 
to the insect pests that menace 
health and peace of mind. 



KAN-KIL IS SAFE TO EVERYTHING EXCEPT THE PESTS IT KILLS! 





COLGATE'S NEW 
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Thh Australian- \Vombn is Whscly — Deccn 
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